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THE. FIRST CHAPTER.
An Qverflow Meefing.
AP
Thump !
Bang!
Thump, thump, thump!

There was a knocking, loud and continu-
cus, at the door of Harry Wharton's study
in the Remove passage at Greyfriars.

The door of Study No. 1 was generally open
to all comers, but on the present occasion
it was Jocked ay Micky Desmond had dis-
covered when, the first to arrive, he reached
the door with a double sheet of foolscap
volled in his hand.

Then came Ogilvy, and then Tom Brown,
"n_ii then Morgan, and then Russeil.

hey all ‘had papers or books in their

hands, and they all looked suspiciously at

one¢ another. .
Thie

ped at Harry Wharton's door,
ed the handle, and theu

then kicked at the lower

opén !
hmsb be out!™ said
Sl novted.

‘the omudhaun i A

£ a - kick
cven. the

hesto

’l‘here ‘was 5o reply from within the study.

‘The jiniors leoked at one another in great
exasperation.

Several more fellows came along the pas-
sage. Some of them had little volumes in
their hands, and some of them rolls of paper,
jarge or smal!l. They looked curiously, if
not suspiciousty, at the fellows already out-
side: Study No. 1.

“There may be grub in the study, and he
may have locked the door to keep Bunter
uut’ Russell suggestul

Oh really, ‘Russe said a fat, speetacled
mmor, coming up the passage, “I hope you
don’t, mean bo imply that 1 cannot be trusted

with grub!

Russell sniffed.

.“You ean be trusted te eat it, I supposc?”
he replied.

“Do you fellows want to get into the
stzud,v?"’

“Yes! ¥Ves! Yeil”

“Then why don't you go in?”

“Door’s locked, idiot!”

“I’'m Jolly well going in!" said Billy Bunter.
“T'm jolly well not going to be kept out of
my own study!”

And he banged at the door.

But there was no reply from within, and
the fat junior bangced and banged again,
without eliciting any response.

“Wharton must be there!” exclaimed Skin-
ner, coming along the passage with a roil
of paper in his hand. “It’s past the time
For the mecting he mentioned in _his notice.”

“Yes, of course! He's there!”

“Then, faith, why docen't he open the
door?”

“They can't be deaf or asleep,” said Hazel-
dene.  “Bunter belongs to the study, too.
Call out to them, Bunfy!”
- lnlly ‘Bunter pu* his mouth to the key-

- ‘OL

“T say, you fellows!™ hc cmlcd out.
A voice came at last from within the ztudy.
“Hallo 5
“Let me in!”
“Can’t 1”?
“Why can't you?” .
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gorou* and lnck the doorj.

“Busy!”
“Look here, Wharton, I'm not going to be
kept out of my own study!” shouted Billy

Bunter through the keyhole. *1 suppose
you're having a feed in there, and you want
to keep me out. It's not fair. 1 don't call
it manly!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Ig it a ‘feed?” )elled Bunter, exasperated.

“Ha, ha! No!”

“What is it, then?”

“A meeting.”

“Br-r-r-r-r!”

Skinuer pushed Bunter away from the key-
hole and took his place there. The iut
junior expostulated warmly, but that did not
matter to Skinner.

““Hallo, in there!” called out Skinner.
time for the meeting!”

“That's all right, the mutmg s here!

“But we've come to it

“Bosh!"

“We” ve brought our parts.”

“Rats?

“Look here, Wharten——"

“Buzz oft!”

“We'll jolly well smash in thc donr il you
don’t open it!” roared Skinuer. “Do you

I3

‘thmk we’re jolly well ;,omg to he kept out

"No repfy"""" iR thisavay?’ =
o

ge ;
Still silence.

Skinner kicked wildly at the doox and half
a dozen other feet joined his, and the door
rattled and shook. But the cak was tiick,
and the loek was strong. There was no
chance of getting into the study that way.

“My only hat!” said Ogilvy in wrath. “The
frightful cheek of those hounders holding a
committee meeting all by themselves!”

- “The nerve!”

“Have the blessed door down!" said Bui-
strode. “There’s a form up- the passage,
and we could biff the lock off with 2 hang
or two!”

“Good egg!”

“Go- 151"

Half a dozen excited juniors iammed their
Iiooks and papers into their pockets and
ran for the form. 1t was a heavy oak zettle,
under a window at the cnd of the passage.
It was heavy, and needed three or four
juniors to get it ulong.

Six or seven lent their aid, and the form
g:sdrushed along the passage to the door of

u

ow then!” said Bulstrode.
here you are! Rusih it along!
the wdy, Bunter!”

The fat junior blinked at him. He was too
short-sighted to see his danger for the
moment, and the next instant the form was
upon him, and he was knocked over. He
yelled as he rolled on the linoleum.

“Ow! What was that? Ow! Oh!

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ow! I say, you fellows—"

“Do get out of the way, Bunter!”

“T'm hurt!”

“You'll be hurt some more if you don't
clear off !” exclaimed Buistrode. “Shift, you
ass, or I'll tread on you!”

“Ow! Ow!”

Billy Bunter :qmrmed along the passage
with wonderful quickness consnderm" hiz
girth. The excited juniors brought the form:
round to Study No. 1 door.

The passage was wide, and took in the
length of the form, and gave them rvoom to
draw it -back far enough to give a heavy
blow upon the door.

Bulstrode knocked at the door.

“Wharton !

Silence within the study.

“This way—
Get. out: of

only broken by

a faint sound suspiciously like a ehuckle.

_ “Whartén, open the door, or we'll biff it
m!”

Another faint chuckle.

“Oh, all right!” said Bulstrode. “Go!”

The juniors rushed the form forward.

It crashed upon the door, and the erash
was terrific. The deor held fast, and tihe
form rccoiled, and the jerk sent 1ts bearers
staggering to the floor. &

They rolled over one another on the lins-
leum, and there were loud yells as the form |
bumped on them.

“Ha, ha, ha!”
'\lrmg the passage.
ha !

Ogilvy serambled up. He was hurt, and
a time when he was hurt it was not judicio
f?r ]B’illy Bunter to state that he was jolly
glad.
Ogilvy made a rush for Bunter, and Bunter
made a rush for the stairs. He reached them |
t fortunately for him, but unfortunately :
missed his feoting in his haste, and rolied |
down instead of running. i
Qgilvy burst into a roar on the landing.
“Ha, ha, ha! I'm jolly glad!" ‘he shouted ?
in bis turn. 3

Bunter clung to the banisters and stopp
his flight, and gasped and .groaned. giles
ran hack to the door of No. 1, and j
the Jumors )vho were raxslng the form agam.

e - the dtam to Vg

yelled ABilly Bunter frem
“I'm jolly glad! Ma, ha,

pass'w«_ had not bmu;:ht a prei
scene. The juniors were too excited torﬂu
of prefects.

But Bunter, the \ontnloq\mt could jmi-
tate any voice in Greyfriars, and a scheme §
for getting “his own back ” was working in §
his brain. :

Crash!
The form bumped on the door again,
this timne the assailants were more car
and did not fall down in the recoil.

Fhe doer groaned ominously.

There was a voice from within the study. ©
Harry Wharton & Co. were evidentiy d
tm;bed at last by the methods of the ascail
ants

“Hold on, you asses!” shouted Wharte
from within. = “There'll be a row if 5
smash that lock, you bowling duffcrs!”

“Open the door, then!”

“Can't be did!”

“Then we'll burst it in!”

“Look here,

“Rats! Are

“No 1?

“Then here goes!”

Crash

12

It was a deep, stern voice from the dire
tion of the stairs, and as the weli-kno
tones of Mr. Quelch, the master of

‘IJ

said Bulstrode.
Bulstrode—->
you going to open the door?”

move, fell upon their ears, the
simply jumped.~
“Boys! What does this mean?”

The Removites did not stay to
They didn’'t want to argue the point w
their Form-master. They dropped the form
and bolted helter-skelter up the passag i

The form lay in the middle of the
and in about a second that, and the brui
on the door, only remained to tell of the
attack on Study No. 1. The attacking party®
were gone.

Billy Bunter blinked along the passa
with a grin. 3

Mr. Quelch, as a matter of fact, was absen
from Greyfriars at that particular moment,.
but the Greyiriars ventriloquist had imitated:
bis well-known tones with effect.

A dead silence reigned in the pascsage whie
a few seconds before had been so noisy; an
the juniors, seattered in the passages, w

stealing quietly away.



: THE SECOND CHAPTER. !

‘ Amatour Dramatists.

‘ ARRY WHARTOX grinned in the
‘study as he heard the departing
feet of the Removites. He had not

eard ‘the effort of the Greyfriars
triloguist, but he guessed that some

: ter's voice had interrupted the siege of

Study™No. 1.

Blessed silence settled upon the room, as
the  besiegers ceased to hammer and the
door to rattle,

There ~were four juniors in the study—
ifarry Wharton, Frank Nugent, and Hurree
Jamset Ram  Singh, to whom the study
belonged, and Bob Cherry, from No. 13.

. The four were busy, and they were not

likely to allow their labours to be inter-

rapited by the obstreperous members of the
Lower Fourth.

“Thank goodness those duffers are gone!”
exclaimed Wharton. “I wonder how they
can expect uws to admit the whole Form
into & meeting in a study this size.”

“The absurdfulness of the expectation is
oreat,” remarked Hurree Jamsst Ram
Singh, in his beautiful English.

“Brown, Linley, and Hazeldene might
have come in, but wé can’t have the whole
blessed Form,” Wharten remarked, “We've
got to talk the matter over and settle the
parts. The-play is to come off next week,
and we've got plenty of rehearsing and
learning up lines to do.”

“Yes, rather!”

“The ratherfulness is terrific.”

“I don’t sce that we can do betfer than

choose  Shakespeare,” Harry went on
thoughtfully, “Shakeapeare’s . all right.
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“You know what I mean. Just listen—"

“Look here, Nugent——-"

“‘ ¥riends,” Romans, couatrymen, iend me
YOur ears 72 5

“Sha'n’t; your own are long enough.

“Look here, Cherry——"

“Look here, Nugent—-—"

Crash! -

The amateur dramatists ceased their dis-
pute, which was growing excited, suddenly.
A terrific crasl’ proceeded from the window.

Fragments of glass flew into the rcom,
scattering all over the carpet, as the end
of a ladder suddenly jammed in through the
window.

Wharfon sprang to his fect. For a moment
he could scarcely bhelieve his eyes. But
there was the broken window, with the
fragments of glass scattered on the carpet

»

inside; and there was the end of the ladder.

sticking through the gap.

“My only hat!”

“It's those duffers again!”

The next -moment a face appeared at the
gap in the window. It was the face of
Skinner. Behind him there was a roar of
voices.

“Go it, -Skinner!”

“Get the door open!”

“Have 'em out!”

“You ass!” shouted Wharton,
towards the window.

But he was too late to stop Skinner.

The junior flung the window up, and
hurled himself headlong intc the room. He
rolled on the floor, and crashed against the
legs of the table; and sent that article of
furniture whirling.

There was a roar from the juniors as the
table crashed over, Nugent getting a lapful

springing

oty vonomotoay
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Ti's a modern custom to run down Shake-
speare, buf there’s no getti away from
the fact that Shakespeare wrote some jolly
good stuff.”

“There's ‘Hamlet,” for example,”
Nugent. “The part.of Hamlet
me down to the ground. 1 come ouf
specially strong in the solilcgquy. I'll tell
you how it goes J

“0Oh, don't trouble now!"
“I've ddcfri(icd on ‘Julius Cu

cd!”

said
would suit

said Wharton.
e

ar,

I've ear-marked Brutus for my-

“I don't mind, so lfong as I'm Mark
Antony.” said Bob.

““Here, I like that!” exclaimed Nugent
indignantly. “What sort of a part am I

going to have, then?”
“You can be Julinz Cesar.”
“Blow Juliug Ceesar! Why, he's killed
almost in the beginning!” excizimed Nugent.
“Yes; but that's all right. You .can
come on again as Octavius Cwmsar,” ex-
plained “Wharton. “You get two whacks
that way.” :
Nugent grunted.
“That’s all very well, but I think Mark
ntony .is my little bit. Why, 1 could do
the oration to the mob of my head.”
“Well, that wouldn't be any good; Mark
ntony has to do it right end up.”

3

Ogilvy and Bulstrode rolled over ome
ancther in at the window, and Russell,
Trevor, and Tom Brown cawme hurtling in.

The study was gelting crowded now.

The Famous Four made a desperate effort
to stem the tide of invasidn, but in vain.
There were long odds against them already,
and more juniors were pouring in.

And now knocking could be heard at the
door again, Ogilvy rushed across the study,
unlocked the door, and threw it open.

A crowd of junicrs poured in.

Harry Wharton & Co. drew together, with
a hopeless sort of grin. The meeting was
“busted up” with a vengeance now. The
study was crammed, and excited juniors were
;clrampling over the books and papers on the

00T.

“Here, hang it all, get out!” exclaimad
Harry Wharton. “This isn't a blesged bear
garden, you know!”

“Here we are!” exclaimed Bulstrode
triumphantly. “I knew my wheeze of gebting
the ladder would work out all right.,”

“Hurrah!”

“Well, now you're here, what do you
want?” demanded Nugent. :

“We've come to the meeting!” shouted a
dozen voices.

“It’s a private committee meeting—"

“Private committee rats—-"

“Look here!”

“Bosh! We're going to-take part in the
meeting. Why, the blessed play comes off
next week!” exclaimed Russell.

“Yes, we're agsigning the parts—"

“And that's where we come in,” said
Ogilvy, with emphasis. “We're jolly well nof
going to have the parts assigned in a private
committee meeting.”

£.J0E FRAYNE.
3.0AMES MONTEITH,

3 By

of pens and papers and ink, and Bob Cherry
a crack across the legs from the table edge.

Wharton seized Skinner, who grappled
with him and yelled desperately for help.

Stott and Hazeldene appeared at the win-
dow one after another, and Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh rushed to repel boarders.

But he could not hurl the besiegers forth
without danger of breaking their necks,
while they had no hesitation in clambering
in.

Both of them came- plunging desperately
into the study, and as they rolled on the
floor Hazeldene seized Hurrce Singh by the
leg and yanked- him over.

“Oh!" yelled the nabob.

He bumped on the carpet, and Hazeldene
rolled over him, and Stott sprang to grapple
with Wharton, who was springing towards
the window.

They closed, and fell on the floor, crash-
ing upon Hazeldene and Inky, eliciting
painful yells from both of them.

Meanwhile the window was darkened with
head after head, as the exagperated Re-
movites poured to the attack.

The assailants were in deadly earnest. It
must have cost them a shilling at least in
the form of a tip to obtain the loan of that
ladder from Gosling, the school porter, and
they evidently meant to get their money's
worth out of it.

Mr. Linton, Roland Ray
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Darrel. :

“Not much?”

“Hear, hear!” -

“I know jolly well you'll be keeping all the
fat for yourselves,” said Ogilvy, “Now, I'm
going to be Mark Antony.” :

“Oh, rats, Ogilvy!” exclaimed Eliott
warmly. “I'm going to be Mark Antony.
That’s the part that just suits me, ° Friends,
Romans, countrymen——a'”

“You're both talking out of your hats,”
said Tom Brown of Taranaki. “Um Mark
Antony. Why, I'm perfect in the part!
‘ Friends, Romans, countrymen—-' "

“I've played Mark Antony in private
theatricals at home,” Morgan observed, “Ot
course, Wharton was going to give that pard
to me.”

“Of course I wasn't,” said Wharton.

“Now, look here, Wharton—"

“Oh,:shut up, Morgan! I don't say I
think much of Wharton’s brains as a rule,
but I must say I agree with him there.”

“Faith, and so do 1! exclaimed Micky
Desmond. “Sure and it’s for me that
Wharton’s reservin' the part intirely 1

“No good, Micky—Mark Antony hada't a
brogue.”

“Faith, and sure I—"

“Look here——"

“I'm jolly well going to

“You're jolly well not!” -

THE PeNNY Portiak.—No. 284,

be Mark Antony!”
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A pillow whizzed through the air, and Billy Bunter suddenly collapsed

into his bed with a gasp.
{3

“ Now go to sleep !’ roared Beb Cherry.

B AN NnANNANAANNANANANNNANNANNANNANANNANANNANNNNANNNE

“Lock here, Ogilvy—" -

“Oh, shut up, Trevor!”

“I'I jolly well shut you up——"

“¥'d like to see you do it!”

“Here goes!”

“Ow! Take that!”
_ “My only hat!. They're turning this affair
into a dog-fight!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, as
Trevor and Ogilvy reeled to and. fro in
deadly ecombat; an example speedily followed
Iy AMicky Desmond and Morgan.
: e if; Micky!”

*Faith, and sur

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Get out of cur study
he p

¢ I —=*

o i Bobh Cherry.
“Let's get to busine , then, outside
with all those siily asses!’

“Yah! Rats!”

“Let's echuek them out, and hold a meeting
ourselves!” exclaimed Bulstrode.

‘The suggestion was greeted with a shout

of approval.

“Hurrah!” -

“Hear, hear!”

“Chuck them out!”

“Hold on!” shouted Wharion.
you mean? This is our study!

“What do
Why, of all

the check—— Chuck it! Legge! My hat!
Qht”
The Famous Four hit out in deadly

carnest, but there was little room for hitting,

and the odds against them were enormeus.

‘The rival elaimants to the part of Mark
Antony left off cir private tussle, to join
in kicking the Pamous Four out of Study
No. 1. MHarry Wharton & Co. resisted
ssperately, bat in vain.

Fighting valiantly, one after another they
were  hurled forth, and rolled helplessly
along the linoieun in the passage.

_ They leaped np again and rushed to the
attack, but forth they went spinning again,
and then Ogilvy slammed the door and locked
it on the inside.

“My hat!” roared Bob Cherry.
eheek! I'll have the blessed door
Kick it in!” :

The chums of the Remove kicked and
hammered, but the door resisted - all their
offorts, as it had previously resisted those of
the hesiegers. :

They were still in  the
excited attack, when a cane swi
the air, and Nugent gave a roar

* thwacked on his back,

Wingate of the Sixth, the captain of Grey-
friars, was-on the scene, looking very red
and angry. It occurred- f¢ the juniors—
rather late in the day—th they had been
making o great deal of ‘no

“Ow!” roared Nugent.

Swish ! 18
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“0f all the
down!

midst  of . their
ed through
as it

“Stop that!”

1!
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“Ow! Yow!”

“Cut off, you noigy young sweeps!”

“We're trying to get into our own blessed
study )

“I don’'t care what youw're
Swish, swish! “Cut off{”
1d the Famous Four bad to cut off, ¢
gote followed them up the passage,
aceelerating their departure with lashes. of
the cane. -

The enzmy were left in posséssion of Study
No. 1, and they proceeded ; their
il;scting there undisturbed 'hy the Famous
our,

trying to do!”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Not Toffee !

« HE question is, about Pertia!” Harry
Wharton remarked thoughtiully,
the next day. :

The chums of the Remove had got
their study to themselves, and had managed
to get through the first rehearsal of
“Julius Cgesar.”

They felt extremely satisfied with them-
selves, and with the progress they were
making in their parts.

“Portia!” said Bob Cherry theughtfuily.

“Yes., I don’t sce how we can cut Portia.
01 course, we could cut it. But Brutus with-
out Portia would he a great deal like Hamlet
with the Prince-of Denmark left out.

“My sister!” said Hazeldepe,

“Hum?”

The Removites
doubtiully.

They, ail liked their girl chum, Marjorie
Hazeldene. They thought more of her than
of almost anyone else in the wide world.

But, boylike, thiey had their doubts about
a girl’s abilities when it eame to really doing
anything.

“Marjorie’s awiully clever
Nugent admitted. “But then-

“You see, girls can’t do things,” remarked
Bob Cherry.

“We couldn’t have a hoy take Portia’s
part, though,” said Russell, who was a soldier
in the guard of Casar.

“We could cut the pari,” remarked Tom
Brown.

“What do you think, Linle

Linley, who was in the garh of a Rcwman
senator, with a pair of football-boots showing
ander the ample robe, nodded.

“T think Miss. Hazeldene couid do it,” he
said. 2

“Of course she could!” said Hazeldene
warmly., “If a girl's own brother thinks she
can do a thing, there can’t be much doubt
about it, I shouid think.”

“Well, there’s something in that,”
mitted Tom Brown,

*0f course there is. Bhe couid do it.”

““{Ye've never seen lier act,” said Nugent.

looked at cne another

for a girl,”
»

aq—
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“We all like Marjerie,” but it's no geed
saying o girl can do things like a boy: They
can’t.”

¥ Rather not!”

“You see, they’re not so elever as boys!”
explained- Nugent. “%hat’'s how it is. I
wouldn’t run down girls, of course; bué
what's the good of making out that they esn
do things like boys?”

“Ne good at all.”

“Take foothall—or cricket.”

“Of course.”

“‘Weil,. if you come to that, take sewing,
and knitting and things,” said Hazeldene
steutly. “You couldn’t knit and darn i
and things like my sister does.”

' Oh, that’s nothing!”

" Well, take piano, then. Marjorie plays
like anything, and you can't knoek out a
note, except Wharton.”

“That’s different.” ~

“Take croquet. Marjorie knocked
over the ground at the Clit House

»

Rats

you all
garden-

‘That’s different, toq.”
‘Take driving. Marjorie could drive your
bead off,” . - -
“Of course, driving—-"
“Take eycling. She could eyele rings ro
you.” - s -
“Very likely, but—-"
“Then aeting 2
“You see, acting’s .a
altogether,” explained Nugent, =4
where the masculine intelligence comes in.
ne ratst” :
“Look here,” said . Hazeldene. “If
talked any of this. piffie before Mar
she would refuse to take the part, ¥
way.. I'll speak to her. I'll ask Der to let
you see some specimen. of h acting, and
you can judge for yourselves. ;
“That’s a good idea.”
“The goodfulness is terrific.”
“Right-ho!” sgaid Nugent. K05 e
you all know I shall be jolly glad to
Marjorie in the cast, only I don't th
much good relying on a girl for anytl 7
“Well, you'll see,” said Hazeldene. “1'H
cycle over to Cii¥ House ‘after school to-

busir

S

different

morrow niorning, and speak to
“Qood!

b

That's szttted.”
g of the amab
up. Fhey had b
practice with making-up,
rton  carefully put the g
away. it
He left a stick of grease-paint on the
table, overlooking it in the multitude of
things he was gathering up. Biliy Bunier.
who had been locked out of thie study dur-
ing the rehearsal, in case of any ventrilo-
quial tricks, blinked In as the juniors whe
did not belong to Study No. 1 went out.
“You fellows finished?”
“Yes?
“Blessed if T know what 2 school’z comis
prep  dene!” grumbled Bunter.
you chup,s ought to help me.”

“Rats!"

2T
‘I think

“Biessed if I know what a school’s ¢ g
to, when a chap is locked out of his own
blessed study!”

“You could stay in if you wouid behave
yourself.”

“Brrr! I don't want to stay in. It
makes me sick, all this petty, personzl jea-

tousy that's shown of a chap's superior
abilities! I suppose you haven't decided to

let me have Mark Antony’s part?”

“Not yet,” said Harry Wharton, laughing.

Bunter grunted.

“All right; if the play's a rotten failure,
don’t blame me. I'm willing to take the
part, and make a success of the thing.”

Wharton laughed again, and took out his
pooks. As be sat down at table, he
caught sight of the stick of paint he had
teft out, and he picked it up and drepped
it into a drawer.of the table.

Buntér’s eyes were following him. Thoss
round little eyes blinked behind the
glasses. Billy ‘Bunter
and he jumped to the . conclusion at once
that the chums of the Remove had lecked
him out while they ate sweets, and that
this was a stick of toffee or butterseotch
that had been left.

1 say, you fellows—"

“Shut up, Bunter!”

“I jolly well know why you locked me
out, new.”

“Gh, do smub up! We want to work.”

“Yes; but—" -

“Ring off!” roared Nugent. ;

Bunter grinted, and subsided into silenice.
He sat in the armechair, and watched the

the

was short-sigh

i

L
i - R s

z
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chums of the Remove at work. His thoughts

. were all on that supposed stick of tofiee
that he liad seen Wharton put in the
drawer.

He was revolving in his mind various plans
for getting the chums odt of the study for
a minute, while he raided this drawer and
seized the toffee,

His ventriloquism, as
resource.

“ Wharton—quick !

It was Bob Cherry's voice, faintly, from
the passage. Harry started up.

“Is that Bob ealling?”

“Sounds like it,” said Nugent, rising too.

“Rescue, Remove!l”

“Come on!” exclaimed Wharton hastily.

He ran to the door of the study, threw
it open, and rushed out. Nugent and
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh quickly followed.

Billy Bunter grinned.

In a moment he was on kLis feet and the
drawer was opened, and he was groping in
it for the stick of toflee. :

He found it, and bounced -back to the
armchair in triumph. The next moment it
wag in his mouth, and hig jaws were actively
at work on it. .

Wharton and his chums found the passage
empty. They stared ap and down it in
blank amazement, but therc was no sign
of Bob Cherry.

Harry utbered am angry exclamation.

“It’s that confounded ventriloguist again!”

“Bunter! We'll squash him!”

The three juniors rushed into the study.
Then they stopped and stared at Bunter.
The fat junior was going through the most
extraordinary grimaces in the armchair, and
gasping and spluttering frantically.

“Ow, ow! Oh! Groo! Yow!
poisoned!”

“Great Scott!”

“The great Scottfulness is terrific!”

“What on earth's the matter, Bunter?”

usual, .was his

I'm

et SO W, S OR 1

~

o,

“What is it, then?”

“Yow! I'm poisoned!”

“What the——"

“Grooh!”

Bunter spat violently into the grate. Harry
Wharton caught sight of the remains of
the stick of grease-paint in his hand, and
~Earst anET\ roar.

“Ha, 1:;\*&1

“Ow, ow, ow!”

“Did you take that for toffee, Bunter?”

“Ugh! Ow! I'm poisoned!”

“Ha, ha, hat” = =

“0Oh, my only hat!” gasped Nugent. “This
is too rich! -Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ugh! Groo-o!” g

“The richfulness is terrific! The esteemed
Bunter must be feeling the estimable sick-
fulness at the present moment!”

“ygh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Nugent took t¢he fat junior by the
shoulders, and swung him out of the arm-
chair, and helped him out into the passage
with a gentle tap of his boot. Billy Dunter
staggered out of the study. : :

“You can grunt and growl outside,” said

Nugent. “You make me feel as if I were
on a blessed Channel steamer. Cut!”

“QOh, really, Nugent——  Usgh!”

“Buzz off !

“Ught Groo-0!”

Nugent slammed the door. Bunter

“ughed ” and “grooed " in the passage, to
the accompaniment of yells of laughter from
the study. That was all the sympathy
William (George Bunter received, or
likely to receive.

Was

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Nugent’s Aunt.

AZELDENE cycled over to Cliff House

the following day, and came back,

with & grin on his face, to announce

that Marjorie was quite willing to
toke the part of Portia when the Remove
Dramatic Society gave a representation of
“Jutius Ceesar.”

And that she would first submit a
specimen of her powers as an actress to the
Removites, so that they could judge whether
she was able to do Portia justice.

When tea-time came round that day, the
chums of the Remove were prepared for the
visit. The study presented an appearance of
unwonted tidiness.

There were no footballs or football-boots
lying about the floor, no ashes scattered in

the grate, no papers and books sprawling on

the table, no ink spilt on the tablecloth, and
no uhwashed teacups piled on the window-
seat. 3

YAl as the poet says, “was calm and
bright.”

A cheerful fire glowed in the newly-cleaned
grate, and a pile of buttered toast was keep-
ing warm upon an almost aggressively-polished
fender, over an immaculate hearth.  Bright
teacups and plates stood in array on a spot-
1ess teacloth.

A cake, and a plate of tarts, as well as a
new tin of sardines, graced the festive
board. :

The chums kept a keen eye on Billy
Bunter, or these adjuncts to the tea would
not have graced the festive board very
long.

“Time Marjorie was here, isn't it?” asked
Nugent, as the school clock struck six.

azeldene nodded.

“Oh, you never know these girls!” Nugent
remarked. “They're the same for taking a
cie ag for keeping an appointment. You can
ixever depend upon them within an hour or
o R

“Hallo! Here's Marjorie!”

The juniors were on their feet in 8 moment
at the sound of a footstep outside, but it was
Bob Cherry's red and flushed face that was
thrust into the study. i

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!”

“Want anything?” asked Hazeldene.

“I've come to tea!” said Bob firmly.

He walked in.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Good! You know you're always welcome,
Bob, and there's no need to stand on cere-
mony with us. Marjorie may hc here any
minute.”

“Good!”

“I thought I heard somebody arrive just
now,” said Nugent.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Oh, that wasn't Marjorie!”

“Who was it, then?”

“An old lady—a relative of one of the
fellows, I think, A giddy terror, to judge by
what I've seen of her, I just caught a
glimpse of her in the hall. She was inquiring
for somebody, and I caught the word Remove,
so I suppose the unhappy relation is in our

Form.  Jolly glad it’s not Robert Cherry,
Esquire, that's all.”

“Here’s ~somebody ‘coming along the
passage.”

“That must be Marjorie.”

Nugent stepped to the door.

“My hat! It's not Marjorie!”

“Who is it, then?”

“A giddy terror.”

The juniors looked out. A little lady of
uncertain age was coming along the passage,
She had a face of a brick-red hue, and a

L
Thwack—thwack—thwack !
. littlo breathiessly.

B\ AN AANAY

;i.scizleo’ly incipient moustache on the upper
iy
Her hair was™ pulled !
hideous bonnet seemed
her head. Her nose wus rved,
lined, her eyebrows thick and

Her dress was of a loud gree
with a cut about as gracef
wheat-sack. Her hoots we
She wore cotton gloves, &
untidy, and carried a
umbrella.

“My only hat!” murmured Harry Wharton,
“ Who—who can it he?»

“Any relation of ¥

“Oh, don't be fu !

The juniors drew quickly back into the
study as the old lady approached. Curious
as she certainly was to ook at, they had no
desire to show any disrespeci towards her.
I\But the strange lady did not pass Study
No. 1. :

She stopped at the doorway, pushed the
half-open door, and lcoked in, adjusting a
big pair of spectacles.

“Is this Study Number One?” she asked,
in a squeaky, high-pitched voice.,

“Yes, ma’'am,” said Harry,

“In the Remove?®

“Certainly, ma'am!®

“Is Nugent here—F

-k -tightly, and@ a
glued down on
and her brow
ack.

b material,

;e and heavy.
nely old and
large, bulging

asked Nugent.

ank Nugent ?”

“I'm Nugent,” said that individual, in
surprise.
“Ah! My dear nephew——""

“ What !” said Nugent faintly.
=t IYIy dear nephew, how happy I am to sce
you!»

And the little old lady marched into the
study.

“Frank! My dear nephew!”

Nugent gazed at the little old lady in sur-
prise and horror,

He had suggested, hy way of a joke, that
the stranger might be a relation of Harry
Wharton's—that she might in reality be a
relative of his own had never occurred to
him.

He stared at her dumbfounded.

The old lady beamed at him over hex
glasses.

“How you've grown!” she said,
squeaky voice: -

“ Grown !” murmured Nugent,
“Yes. Do you remember the last time yoy .
saw me?? : =

“N-n-n-n-no!»

“Then you ‘were a

in her

tiny tot, and crying

always for sugar!” said the old lady. ©Are
you fond of sugar now?”

“I__I__’,‘

“How you've grown! Deary me! You

will be a man soon! You must be turned

twelve!”

There !” exclaimed Aunt Matilda, a

¢ There, taks that!”
~H



6 :

weil

fourtcen and thvee-
juarters!” exc i Nugent indignantly.
“Dear me! n't yon going to ask your
@ld Aunt Matilda to & down, when she’s
come all the way frem  Yorkshire to sce
you?» asked the old lady.
Nugent pressed his hand fo his feverish

“F'm - jolly

nistake!” he mut-
Aunt’ Selina—I—1

re's  some—some
“I—1 haven't an
atildal”

- "3 E

“ Franky s

“I -I baven't—I haven't, really! You're
tooking for some other Nugent!” said Frank
desperately.

“fs there another Nugent at Greyfriars??
squeaked the little lady, locking round ab
the juniors.

“No, ma'am,”
Nugent minor;
brother.”

“1 knew I couid make no mistake,” said
Annt Matilda, with an affectionate Jook at

Bob “Cherry—“only
Frank's younger

sajd
and he's

ent. < Of course, youre glad to see
OfF course!”’ stammered Nugent. “Bub

on will take me round the school, and
shew me all your little games, and intro-
i me to your dear playmates.”

i 's some Imis-mis—-—*

so longed to see you at your
games!” said Miss Matilda sweefly. “You
play inarbles, of course?”

Nugent” turned crimson. Such & question,
put to the b winger in the Remove foot-
hall eleven, a deas insult that could
only have been wiped out in blood—from the
nose, of course—if it had heen frem a boy.
But he counld hardly punch the nosze of his
; rable Aunt Matilda.
sit down, ma’am!”® said Harry
icing a chair for the old Iady.
tly ineclined to smile, but
s0 acute that sympathy

2

=

Frank's di

you expeeted me,” zaid Aunt
3 “How n of you to have tea all
ready for me! I hardly thought you wenld
hiave received my letter yet, Frameis. Have
you had my letter, my dear nephew?”
“N-n-n-no !”
“Call me aunt, my dear little fotiow!”
* Aunt !
; I will have some tes,” =aid Aunt

Matilda.
The fellows
The. tea

hanged hopeless glanecs.
which had been prepared for

Marjorie was cvidently to go the way of ail;

teas.
But was Marjorie coming? She was usually
very eareful in keeping appointments, and

now she was very late.
Nugent
not come.

hoped fervently that she would
He did not want Ler to meet

a
the tea, Franky!”
os

Nugent pour
‘the hoys sat
iitence,
Hazeldene was grinning, and appeared to
oy the situation, and Nugent longed to
ifiek him out of the study.

But the sympathy for their unfortunate
chum made the rest of the fellows serious.
Aunt Matilda made a very small tea,
apparently not having brought a good appe-
tite with her from Yorkshire.

Nugent had no appetite, either.

He sat at the table, looking the picture
af discomiort.
Bilty Bunter.

1 ont the tea.
down round the table in

however, made wp for ail
defieiencies. There was not likely to be
anything left over white the ©Owl of the
Rentove was in the study.

“How kind of you dear hoys to -entertain
me in this way,” said Aunt Matilda, s
sweetly. “And my letter has not arrix

“No, aunt.”

“Well, I am not surprised! Fra
iy ~will you show me round 1t
I am so interested in your sc

ky dar-
schoel
ool.”
“Ain’t "you tived?” asked Nugent cagerly.
“You must be awfully tired after such a
long journey.”
“What a dear, kind, affectionate bhoy he
exelaimed Aunt Matilda, and Nugent
eoloured and felt frightfully hypoeritical.
“But I am not a bit tired, and I must look
over Greyfriars to-day, as I shall nat stay
very long at the school.”
* Very well; then.” =
“Let us go and see the foothall-fields!”
said  Aunt Matilda. “I suppose there will be
a game going on at the present moment?”
“Well, no,” said Nugent, dri into sar-
easm. “We don’t usually play footer after
THE PENNY POPULAR—NO. 284,
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dark.

You see, it would be difficult to ese
the i

ail.

yes, of course! Let us go and see
the cricket!”

“Cricket!”

“You play ericket, I suppose, Franky?”

“Not at the same time of the year as
football,” said Nugent, still more garcas-
tically; “and not after dark, cven in the
season !”

“Deary me! T see I have a great deal
to learn about school life,” beamed Miss
Matilda. “But come and show me round,
Franky !”

Nugent rose unwillingiy.

“(ive me your arm, dear Franky!”

Nugent shirddered inwardly, and gave his
arm. Miss Matilda leaned upon it heavily,
and they walked out of the study.

Frank cast an imploring glance back at
his chums.

They could not resist the appeal. And
as Nugent and his Aunt Matilda went
down the passage the chums of the Remove
accompanied them.

Only Billy Bunter remained in the study,
and he had striet orders to cut after them

at once and bring the news if Marjorie
Hazeldene arrived, though the juniors had
almost given up expeeting her now.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
An Astoniching Revelation.

UNT MATILDA secemed very pleased
A with Greyfriars, and with the

fellows she met. They, too, seemed

very pleased with her—at all events,

every fellow she came upon seemed unuble
to avoid breaking into a smile.

Nugent, with the face of a martyr at the
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ce, conducted her downstairs. He hated

ng arm-in-arm  with anybody. and with
Mizs Matilda! Werds could not express his
feclings. -

Bulstrode, Skinuer, Stott, and some more
fellows were in the passage, and they stared
blankly at the Greyfriars visitor.

“J say, Nugent, whe’s your friend?” scaid
Bulstrode. “Introduce usi”

Nugént glared, and would have passed on,
but Aunt Matiida stopped at cnee, regurd-
ing the Removites with a sweet smile.

“Pray introduce your dear playmates,
Franky!” she exclaimed.

“Franky!” gasped Bulstrode.

“QOh, come on!” muttered Nugent.

But Aunt Matilda refused to come on.

“Oh, introduce them, Nugent!” said Huzel-
dene. “Your Aunt Matilda wants ‘o know
them.”

“Aunt Matilda !

“Nugent’'s aunt!”

“My only hat!” :

Nugent had to do it. Aunt Matilda shook
hands with all the juniors, beaming at them
over her glasses.

“And’ you are all fond
Franky?” she asked., .in her
pitched voice.

“Oh es, wa’'am.” said
greatly

of my dear
queer, high-

Bulstrode
attached to

s
soleianly; *we're” ail

Friday.

Fré';r:ky! We worship the grouud he treads

ont? 5=

“Shut up, you ead!” muftered Nugent
ficreely.

“And you love one another, as dcs
hoys always shouid?” went on Mi
with an affectionate smile all round.

“Oh, yes, ma’am,” said Skinner, “we love
one another lke little Willlam and dear
little George in the ‘story-books, ma'am!
But, most of all, we love our dear playmate
Nugent. The headmaster is someibimes
moved to tears when he sees ug walking
hand-in-hand through the daisy-spangled
nmeadows, with affeetionate smiles upon our
faces, reading from the same copy of ‘ Sand-
ford and Merton,” or cating from the same
stick of toffee!” £

“How sweet!”

« “Shut up!” muttered Nugent.
“Did you speak, Nugent?”
“Um-m-nFm-m

~ “How nice and kind of you!”

Matilda. :

“It makes wus happy, ma’am!” said Bul-
strode, taking out his handkerchicf to wipe
his eyes. “Excuse these tears; I eannob
help weeping a little when I think of hew
much we all love Nugent, and how we shall
miss him when *he dies of consumption, as
good little boys always do in the good liftle
books.”

“A dear, king boy!” said Aual Matilda,
feeling in her purse. “I must make you a
little present !’

“Oh, not at all, ma’am!”

“Yes, ves, I insist!” beamed Aunt Matilda,
still fumbling in her green purse,. “You are
a dear, kind boy, and you fully deserve
it. You will, I suppose, purchasc sv
and in that ease you will share them with
your schoolfellows. I should recommend,
however, that you save one-half of my little
zift, and expend the remainder in swects,
as I always wish to encourage habits of
thrift among the young.”

little
atilda,

said Aunt

And the old lady pressed 2 coin into Bul :

strode’s hand.

Bulstrode looked at it. It was a penny!

Aunt Matilda walked on, and the juniors
walked on, too, leaving Bulstrode staring
blankly at the penny in his hand.

The. juniors were grinning now.
iss Mafilda Nugent did not seem the kind
of person to perpetrate a joke, hut certa
she had succeeded in - perpr .giing ©F
whether intentionally or not.

“ And what are these rooms?” asked Miss
Nugent presently.

“They're the Sixth Form studies, aunt.”

“Qh, let me look into them!”

“QOh, you mustn’t! The Sixth don't like
being disturbed.”

“ Deary met?

Jonides was looking out of “his study. FEe
stared blankly at the old lady.

“By Jove!” he exclaimed, loud enough
for her to hear. ¢ What is that animal?”

«Qh, cheese it!” said Loder, who was
standing there with him. “S8he’s a gueer ald
giri, certainly, but no need to insult her.”

The Greek shrugged his shoulders.

«Baht 1 shall say what T like, I sup-
pose !

“0h, rats!”

Ionides stepped out of his study. His

hatred for the chums of Study Neo. 1 e
him eager to seize any opportunity for
humiliating them.

« Who is this person?” he exclaimed,
dare you bring such -a person into
school 27 ;

“«It's my aunt,” said Nugenb olouring.

Tonides stared, and then burst into a seofi-
ing laugh.

“your aunt! Ha, ha, ha!”’

“Yegq, I am Franky's aunt from York !
explained the old® lady, smiling at lonides.
« Ave you one of Frank’s friends?”

“Ha, ba, ha!?

« §hut up, Ionides!”

«Well, of all the odd old frights,” ¢x-
Ionides, I think Nugent's aunt takes
the cake! Ha, ba, ha!” .

“you are a rude boy!” said Aunt Matilla
severely.

« Ha, ha, ha!” :

« Pranky, 1 hope you are not on fanw
térms with this ill-bred person?” said A
Matilda.

«Qh, not at all!” said Nugent, with
faint grin. “I mever chum up with a
in the Sixth.” )

«Very goed! He is certainly not fit for
you to_associate with.”

« Hear, hear!” said Bob Cherry.

The Greek scowled.

“Pake that absurd: old person away &b
ionce !’ he said. .
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“I'm showing her round Greyfriars,” said
Nugent.

“Take her away at once!”

“Qh, don't be a pig!”

“Take her away! I will myceli put her out
of this passage if you do not ohey me im-
mediately !? exclaimed Ionides angrily.

Nugent’s eyes flashed. =

“Qh, shut up, you cad!” he exclaimed.

Ionides startéd forward {furiously. Bub
Aunt Matilda stepped before her nephew,

. taking a businesslike grasp upon her um-
brella.

The wumbrella swept in the air, and
descended upon the Greek’s shoulders with
a loud-sounding thwack. -

The Greek gave a roar, and the juniors
gave another roar of laughter:

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Thwack, thwack, thwack! .

The umbrella fell again and again upon
the Greek, until Ionides, gasping with rage
and pain, was fain to beat a hasty rctreat.
Aunt Matilda followed him, and Ionides ran
into his study under a shower of blows from
the umbrella. :

“There!” exclaimed Aunt Matilda, a little
breathlessly. “There!”

“Hurrah!” shouted Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“0Oh, my only hat!™ gasped Harry Whar-
ton. “Good! Jolly good! ¥oor old Ionides!”

«Ha, ha, ha!»

. “I—I feel guite faint!” said Miss Matilda,

“I—I think I will go and sit down.”

“I chould jolly well think so,” grinned
Hazeldene. S

“Come to the study,” said ¢{Nugent, who
was not sorry to have the tour of inspection
'over. s

Aunt Matilda assented, and they returned
to Study No. 1.

Miss Matilda sat down and rested.

. “I—I think T should like a little water,”

she said faintly.

“T'Il get it!” exclaimed Hazeldene.

He ran out of the study. In a few moments
he returned with a bowl of water, with a
sponge floating in it. The juniors stared at
him. 2

“You ass!” - muttered Nugent. “She
wanted water to drink, not a blessed bowl of
water to wash in.”

Hw—"'ﬁ’! e chuckled.
w what I'm about, Nugent.”

““Look here——"

“Thank you so much!” said Aunt Hatilda.
#1 will bathe my poor forehead.”

She placed the wet sponge on her forehead,
and to the surprise of the juniors proceeded
to rub it all over her face. They watched
her silently.

The little old iady’s face was lifted up
from the bowl the next moment, wet and
shining, and there was a perfect yell of
astonishment in Study No. 1.

“Marjorie "

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Night of the Play.

ARJORIE HAZELDENE smiled ap

the astounded juniors. That swift

° sponging had removed the sallow
complexion and the wrinkles and

the crow’s-feet, and the pretty, youthful
face of the belle of Cliff House was revealed.

The juniors stared at her blankly.

1t was not Nugent’s aunt, after all.
Marjorie!

They could scarcely believe their cyes.

“Marjorie "

The girl smiled at them. The sweet, young
face .seemed strangely at wvariance with the
bideous bonnet and the horrid dress.

“Well?” said Miss Hazeldene.

Hazeldene went off into a roar of langhter,

The chums -of the Remove gasped for
breath. i 2

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Hazeldene.
think Marjorie can act now?”

“Marjorie!” gasped Wharton.

The girl laughed.

“Yes, it is I,” she said. “You must for-
give me for this little deception, but it was
agreed, you know, that I should come and
give you a specimen of my acting and make
up. I think you will admit that I have
succeeded.”

“Marjorie!” said Nugent faintly.
then you're not my Aunt Matilda®”

“Oh, no! Ha, ha'”

“I—I knew I° hadn't an Aunt Matilda!”
exclaimed Nugent, with a gasp of relief.
“You—you bounder! Excuse me; I've had
a fearful time.”

‘I am sorry,” said Marjorie contritely;
“but_you thought I couldn’t aet, you know,
and I felt that I ought to convince you.”

It was

“Do you

“Then—

“My only bat!” ejaculated Harry. “1t was
wpndc:rful! We never had any suspicion—any
of us!” . é

“Not a bit,” said Bob Cherry.

“The not-a-bitfulnes is terrific.”

“I suppose Hazeldene knew it all along,”
said Nugent, turning a somewhat wrathinl
Iqu'upon that individual,

: HOF

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled
course I did. Ha, ha, ha!

“1 think I must go now,” said Marjorie,
smiling. “Do you think 1 can acty”

“Ha, ha! Rather!”

“Well enough for the Amateur Dramatic
Society ¢”

“Oh, don’t rub it in!” said Nugent, with a
grimace. “Of course, you will put us all in
the shade.”

“Oh, no!” said Marjorie, laughing.
I think my Portia wiil be passable.”

“Hazeldene.

*8till,
LT ¢ 72

Ve shall be jolly glad to have you,” said
Bob Cherry. *“Wharton thought all along it
would be all right. “We must admit that.” -

“That’s so!” said Hazeldene. “Come on,
Marjorie, and I'll see you back to Clift
Hmzse. I've got a pass.” 3

“I can get one, too, I think,” said Whar-
ton. “Just wait a minute while 1 go and
speak to Wingate.”

“And—and I think I'll buzz off and speak
to Quelch,” said Bob Cherry. *No good
all asking the same person. Wait for me.”
"Il just say a word to Barnes, the pre-
fect,” said Nugent.

And all three juniors rushed off.

They succeeded in getting their passes
fron_l ‘those various sources, and Marjorie,
having donned a cloak to conceal her Aunt
Matilda dress, they left Greyfriars.

On the way to Clif House all arrange-
ments ~ respecting the performance of
“Julius Ceesar” were made, and appoint-
ments for rehearsals.

After seeing Marjorie to the gate of Clff
House, the juniors were about to say good-
bye when a cheerful face looked over the
gate, and there was a soft laugh.

“Did it work, Marjorie?”

“Yes, Clara.” 3

“Jolly good!” said Miss Clara. “Perhaps
you fellows will think now that giris can
do things as well as boys.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Yes, we: give in,” he said.” “If ‘1 ever
hear a chap as muech as hint ain that a
girl isn’t as clever as u boy, I'li punch his
head.”

And Marjorie and Clara lauglhed, and said
good-bye, and went up the garden path. The
Removites turned back towards Greyfriars.

“Well, it was a jolly good jape,” said
Nugent. “I never suspected that Marjorie
could act like that. She kept up the
coaracter wonderfully well. But I think it
wonld be a jolly good idea to give Hazeldene
the frog's-march, anyway.” = ;

“Oh, cheese it!” grinned Hazeldene. “ You
wanted a lesson for your hlessed coneeit, and
you've got it. There vou are!”

“Well, anyway, we're sure about ajolly
good Portia now,” said Wharten, “and that's
the main point,” after ali.”

And the juniors agreed that it was.

They looked eagerly forward to the time
when Marjorie was to come over for the
first rehearsal, and when it came they were
more than satisfied.

Marjorie had her lines perfect, and her
acting was excellent: and the Removites
could not help.admitting to themselves that
it was a little better than their own.

They looked forward with much more con-
fidence now to the night of the play. Miss
Clara had agreed to take the part of Cmaar's
wife; and though her acting was not as fine
as  Marjorie’s, she made a very good
Calphurnia.

‘When the night arrived upon which the
play was to be given, there wag a great deal
of excitement in the Greyfriars Remove.

Nearly every member of the Amateur
Dramatic Society was to be on the stage in
gome character or other—-as a senator,
a soldier, a citizen, or something.
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The costumes had been hired or horrowed,
and the dress rehearsals had been considered
very successful, and the juniors lcoked for-
ward to a trivmph.

Wharton, as stage-manager and Brutus,
had plenty on his hands, and be began to
experience the delights of an-actor-wanager,
But he did very well.

Several of the masters and some of the
i_)refects had promised to come to ‘the per-
Iormance, and there was to be a.big crowd
of fellows, seniors and juniora. -

The play was given in the lecture-hall,
where the stage was a fixture, and the
iuniors had only to arrange curtains and
s¢enes, ¢ .

Just before the curtains went up, Biily
Bunter came behind the scenes, and poked
Harry in the ribs. Harry was in_ Brutus
costume, and looked very handsome as a
noble Roman. %

“I say, Wharton-—"
one of the public are aliowed behind
enes!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. - “(et

“Buzz off! I mean, get thee hence,
caitiff t”

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Avaunt, or die the death!” exclaimed

Bob, drawing the stage sword with which he
was girt. “Avaunt! Arcint thee! (et thes
hence! Buzz off! Bunk!"

“Yes, but I was thinking it's mobt tog
late—-"

“The curtain’s just going up,” said Whar-
ton. “Get out, Bunter!”

“Yes, put——-"

Bob  Cherry seized the fat junier and
rushed him away across the stage. The
audience were in their places, and the time
was past for the commencement, and some
of the younger members of the aundience
were stamping their fcet as a sign of
impatience.

The fellows appointed to manage the cur-
tain pulled away, and it went up, unfortu-
nately just as Bob Cherry was kicking
Bunter along the stage.

The audience gasped.

The - secene represented a Roman sireet,
and along that Roman street Mark Antony
wag kicking a fat junior in spectacles.

The awudienee stared, and then burst into’
an irresistible roar of laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ow!” gasped Bunter.

He rolied off the staze, and Mark Antony,
suddenly aware that he was in full sight
of a convulsed audience, gave a gasp, and
popped back again behind the scemes. The
curtain came down again with a run.

In five minutes the curtain went up again,
the audience having composed themselves
somewhat, and then the play commenced.

In spite of the inauspicious beginning,
caused by Billy Bunter, the whele thing went
off with a swing.

There were cheers at the end of the first
act, and louder cheers, when, after fabouring
nobly for two hours, the juniors brought
their play to a successful close.

It was admitted on all hands that Brutus
and Portia were the finest actors; but the
others were all cheered.

The Amateur Dramatic Sociely feli very
proud of itself that evening.

“Jolly good!” said Wharton, when the
Remove went to bed that night. *We'll get
up the ¢ Merchant of Venice ' next.”

“Good!” said the Amateur - Dramatic
Society, with one voice.

Aud a voice was ncard Irom Biily Bunter's
bed. > g
“I say, vou fellows———"

“Shut up, Buater!”

“But I say, you fellows, if you're going to
do the ¢ Merchant of Venice,” I suppose
you'll want me to play Shylock?”

“Well, it would be a jolly appropriate
character f6r you,” grunted Bob Cherry.
“But we sha'n’t want you, all the same.”

“0Oh, really, Cherry——"

“0Oh, go to sleep!”

“That’s the worst of these amateur
dramatic societies,” said Billy Bunter.
“There’s so much petty jealousy, and a really
clever chap is never given a chance. I—"

“Go to sleep!” roared Bob Cherry.

“Yes, but—-" -

A pillow whizzed through the air, and
Billy Bunter suddenly collapsed into his bed,
with. a gasp; and. his voice was heard ng
more that night in the Remove dormitory.

s
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A Magnificent Long Complete Tale, dealing with the Early Adventures of
Jimmy Silver & Co.

By OWEN CONQUESTE.

at Rookwood School,

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Tommy Dodd at Work.

[ UPPOSING——" began Jimmy Silver,
as he sat on the edge of the “blc
_ in the end study at Rookwood.
Then he stopped.

That was not the first time he had said

“supposing ”“and stopped abruptly. He had
alleady repeated the word half a dozen times
at least.

He was evidently in doubt about some-
thing, and, therefore, hesitated.

The taces of Newcome and Raby became
grimmer as they bent over their work,
dxhgmfly plying their pens to evening prep.

“Supposing——"

Raby looked up, and gave Jimmy Silver a
savage glare.

“Will—you—shut—up?” he
measured tones.

Jimmy turned,
2 vaecant stare.

“Supposing—

“Squash hiw C\C‘dhﬂt‘d Newcome, start-
ing up. *Wrag Lim down!”

" The leader of the Fistical Four was dragged
to the floor with a loud hump, and Neweome
aﬂd Raby sprawled over him.

Jirimy Silver furiously.

Newcome, you silly idiot!”

on slightly.
etically. **Wouldn’t
make your I look worse than it does for

Wo rlds, Jimury, old som!”

“Pathead!” snorted Jdimumy Silver.

“¥You're the fathead!” exclzimed Newcome
emplmtxcally “Pabbling a lot of silly rot
whilst a chap’s ffxmdmg b prep!”

“ Well, sum)O" }gv—

“There he ain!” howled Neweome.
“Bump his avil) head against the table-leg
until he shuts up!”

This proposal would for a certainty have
heen carried out, had not Jimmy reached up

his hand for the teapot; and caused a gentle
but steady stream of ‘hot tea to fiow down
the back of Raby’s neck.

The bread-board also fell with a holicw
crack upon Newcome’s head.

Jiminy Silver grinned in a satisfied manner.

“Now, then,” he remarked, shaking him-
self free, and reseating himself upon tihe
table, “supposing it's “wet to-morrow half;

in fact, wlether or-no, the ground will be
in no condition for footer. It’s been raining

demanded, in

and fixed his inquirer with

Newcome sh
“Sorry!” he

cats and dogs all day, and is still going
pretty strong.”
“You don’t say so,” said Raby, v.ho was

m the baeh of his neck.

scraping tea-leaves fr
. you're wonderfully

For - & silly
observant.”

“You've heard oi a certain Tommy
and Company over the way,” said Jimmy
Sitver, becoming Theavily sarcastie. “Or
perhaps  you h._nent They're a sct of
Modern cads, you know, and whencver an
opportunity oflers wc must be up against
them.”

“Don’t talk rot!” grunted Newcome, who
wag still sitting upon the floor, rubbing his
head. “If you've—— Yarrooogh!”

His observations were cut short by the door
being flung violently open, and banging
against his head with mueh more force than
did the bread-board.

It was Arthur Edward Lovell, the fourth

member of the ¥istical Four, M\o entered.
His faece was a little flushed with excitement,
and he carried a folded newspaper in his
hand.
“Do you know, you chapg—-
come!”. He frowned at the ' unhappy
Newcome, sitting on the ficor. “Was it
you whr made that noise as I opened the
door?

Newcome gave lnm an icy glale

But J\mmy Bilver obviated the interchange
of any pleasantries that wight have ensued.
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ass,

Dodd

Hallo, New-

“Where's the grub?” he demanded. “We
sent you out to buy te-morrow’s grub, not
bleszed newspapers!”

“Grub? Ch, crumbs, yes!
about the giddy stufl!”

Jimmy Silver eyed him icily.

“You forgot all about grub, did you?”

“Grub be jiggered! Here's something that
will .make your hair curl—make you shiver
all night, and keep looking wnder the bed for
fear theres Eomebody hidden there! The
extra special edition—just out I bought it
from a boy passing the gates.”

He thrust the newspaper playfully into his
ieader's mouth.

Jimmy Silver slowly exiracted the paper
fl‘O!él his mouth, unfolded it, and began to
read.

“Chess Problem, No. 22. Move—-"

“No, you ags!” exclaimed Lovell, snatching
it from him impatiently, He stuffed the
extra special into his pocket. “Do you
remember Carlake? But you don’t, of course.
He was before your time.”

“I remember the brute,” grunted Newcome,
unable to suppress a shudder. "I was a fag
in the Second when he got the boot.”

“He was the biggest, sll-round, out-and-out
cad and “bully,” said Lovell
‘that ever is, was, or is likely to be!
mont is a gentleman in eomparison.”

“Jolly interesting,” yawned Jimmy Silver.
“Any more nice acquaintances of yours to
tell me about?”

“He wasn’t an acquaintancz of, ours
ass! Newcome, Fahy, and 1%were
the Second, and Carlake was a prefect
Sixth. e amoked, drank, betted. and played
cards in the study——"

‘Lﬁarmm«r young gentfeman!”

“But, worse than that, he got in with a
lot of xott"rs at a gdmbfmg haunt in town.
There is one thing I wilt say for him,
though. He was a giddy wonder at amfftvm
theatricals. He could malke himself up ‘\nd
palm himself off as almost anybody—within
re'\sonable limits.”

“Quite wonderful!” said Jimmy Silver, with

I forgot all

deliberately,
Beau-

‘a bored air,

“These gamolmlY rotters fleeced him, as
they do anybody wiio comes their way. Then,
when he conldn’t pay his debts, cne of tucm
threatened tn split to Dr. Chisholm., What
dld Carla 2
Hmenb an earthlyt”

“Shut up! What did he do but send old
Mack on a wild-goose errand, and. took his
place in disguise! When the giddy gambling
joker came along he collared him at the
gates, said he had *‘horders from the 'Ead’
to chuck him out, and procceded to do so.
Unfortunately Dr. Chisholm himself hap-
pened along just as the wig, which had made
him look rather bald in front, tumbled off
in the tussle. He was bowled out, expelled,
and went from bad to worse.”

“How terrible!” murmured Jimmy Silver.

‘“nd after being sentenced at-last to five
)(,ﬂh penal se ude,” went on Lovell, wnor-
ing Jimmy Silver’s attempt at sarcasm, “he
swore before the whole c¢ourt that Dr,
Chisholm was the cause of his ruin, and
swore to have a hefty retribution whun he
was released. And now he’s escaped, after
serving only half his sentence!”

“Has he?”

“Has he, you block of ice! The paper 5

seen heading this way—just outsid
¢, in fact!”

“PDo you mean to tell me,” demanded Jimmy
Silver deliberately, “that a special paper has
been issued mst because a measly conviet
has evmpcdr

“If you'd seen Bhe way he handled that
gambling johnnie,” said Lovell reminiscently,
“you wouldn’'t be so disparaging, Jimmy. He
has the strength of awn elephant. Though I
wag oply an inky fag at the time, his image

is gtamped on my mind like—"

4 \";!hen you young gents has done arguing

The Fistical Four looked round quickly at
the sound of a strange voice, and beheld the
portly form of Mack, the school porter,
iramed in the doorway.

He wore a thick overcoat, well muffied at
the neck, and a woollen muffier Lid thru-
parts of his face.

“Iallo, Mack, you old ruffian!” said Lovell,
“Off to the North Pole?”

“I'm going nowhere o’ the kind,” growled
Mack unpleasantly. “I'll trouble you to be
less imperent in future.”

“Certainly!” said Lovell politely. “Any
more orders to-day? What do you think of
tlie weather? Ain't it—"

“Young rip!” snorted the school po
“I ain’t got no time to argue with j
I've come to tell you that you're wanted in
the 'Ead's study hat once!”

“How good of you!” remarked Lovell
“But may I ask what you've reported us
for now?”

“You wait and see,” said old Mack
stolidly. -
The Fistical Four looked at one another

appzebeusl‘dy for a few mnrinutes.

Well, you can hop it now!” said Newecoitie
s‘x\a"dy, observing that the porter
lingered. “You're ng great shakes
ornament !

“You 7young scamps can
M tubhornly.

1, all right!”

The  Classical juniors brushed
and made for the Head’s study in vi
stages of trepidation.

Coutd ‘they but have watched the old s
porter for the following few minutes
would bave been considerably surprised.

as

git  fust,” said

Removing  three greatcoats, oune afte
another,’ in additlon to a concealed bec
pillow, he revealed a slim figure clad in

Ftons, not altogether unlike that of Tomuey
Dodd of the Moderns.
When he had hung them up behind the

door, and doffed the battered hat and
mufiler, the face was most certainly Tommy
Dodd’s, though the beetle brows and red-

dened nose still retained some rescmblance
to old Mack, the schoel porter.

Making as little noise as possible,
Modern chief piled up all the furniture
crockery in the middle of the study,
anointed the heap with all the ink that
available.

Upon the whole he placed the batiered
hat, inclined at a rakish angle.

He chuckled to himself when that was

the
and
and
was

completed, and drew from his pocket a
neatly-written sheet of foolscap, running
thus:

“With

Kindest Regards from
THOMAS DODD, Q..

Whom the Classical ASﬂes took for old
Mack.”

This he pinned upon the three great-

coats, and left the disordered study, feeling

conscious of having accomplished a splendid
little piece of work.

Meanwhile, the Fistical Four had paused
uncertainly after tapping at Dr. Chisholm’s
Q’cud" door.

hey could hear him within pacing the
room with rapid, agitated steps.

Arthur Edward Lovell nudged his leader.
. “You kpow who's put him in this stew?”
he muttered.

“Not us, I hope!” murmured Jimmy Silver,

“Carlake!” gaid Lovell: ominousiy. “Car-
lake!”

The Head of Rookwood was not exactly
a funk, but the prospect of an enccunter with
the formidable Carlake naturally upset him.
He found himself unable to setile to the
simplest of tasks.

Jimmy Silver knocked again,
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Captain’s Gfier.

RIC KILDARE, captain of St. Jim’s,
came down the steps of the Sckool
House with a shade upon his usually

= sanny face.

He scemed to hesitate for a moment, and
then, with his quick, springy stride, crossed
tlm guadrangle towards the New House.

“ Hallo, there goes Kildare!” exclaimed Jack

3lake, who was looking out of the window of
-s‘tudy Fo. 6, that famous apartment shared
by the chnms of the School House. 41
)\vog‘:d.er what's up? He wears a worried
o08."”

“Oh, he's going over to Lne New House!”
said Herrws, mokmr' out. - *Going over to
see cad Monteith about the footer, 1 SUppose.
inough to make him lock \mxried, going to
m*e!\leh that pig in his den.”

“That’s it,” chimed in Digby.  “There’s
been a meetmg in Kildare'’s study, and I hear
Monteith has asked for more \ew House
fellows to be included in the team.’

“Oh, what rot!” said Blake emphatically.
“What do we want New House bounders in

£0; bu
“Oh, l know!” exclaimed Blake, in deep
disgust. >~ it's Kildare’s old idea—f: p]zty
all ruund #nhd peace at any price. He can’t,

won’t, pnderstand that
8 N\L fair play at all.
re off the Schicol House,

or what Monteith
He wants to

and make himself

zrally obnoxious. He's always heen a
1 in Kildare's side.” =
Sti-—"
It 1 were captain. of St. Jim's,” said

Blake, thumping the table w Tend additional
emphasis to his statement, “1'd pever leb the
lroumhw play for the bChOOl' :

“But us you're not captain of St. Jim’s,”
ced Dig, “and ain’t likely to be yet
. come and help. me do this beasty
¢ise, and leave off thumping the table.”

And the indignant chief of the School House
iuniors subsided.
nwhile, Kildare, quite unconscious of
the comments of the juniors, had crossed the
quad, and entered the porch of the New
Hou He made his way directly to
Mon It’s study. .

: e in!” called out the prefect, as
Kildare knocked. And the captain of St.
Jim’s entered James Monteith’s study.

Monteith was not alone. There were three
or four seniors of the New House with bim,
and t! all tuned and looked at Kildare, as
it wendering what was implied by this visit
tu the enemy’s n:mp

“Hatlo, Kildare!” ‘ald Monteith,
genially.

“I've come over
ioom, Monteith,”

not very

for a chat about the
said the captain quictly,

“if vou have a few minutes to spare. If
you're busy: 2 5

*Oh, that’s all right!” said Monteith care-
tessly. “Sit down!”

Kildare sat down.
“1 want to speak about it in a {riendly
spirit,” he said. “There’s been friction
epough already, goodness kuows!”

“Well, whose fault was that?” said Xfen-
teith tal’(ly

“We needn't go into that—"

“I'm afraid we ean’t help going into it.
Practically the whole of the season you've
only played one or two New House fellows in
the team. It’s practically a School House
Eleven, and Um not going to stand it any
longer, » .

wontexth’s manner was-the reverse of con-
citiatory. But here Baker, one of the Jew

.elde " said the captain of St.

Housc seniors, and outside-right in the First
Eleven, chimed in quickly.

‘Let’'s hear what Kildare
Monty,” be said.

Monteith bit his lip. He never could
depend upon Baker to back bhim up in all his
measures. Baker was .loyal ta his, House,
but he did not forget, like Monteith. that the
New House was only part of St. Jim's, and
that to the school as a whole his loyalty was
also due.

And as Baker was a prefect, and had a
great deal of influence in the New House,
Monteith was compelled to pay some regard

has to say,

ta his opinions.
“We're at an impasse now,” continued
Baker. “The New House is out of it so far

and I, for ons, don’t

as gports are concerned,
.xmi letting

believe in standing on our dignity,
the reputation of the college go to

“Hear, hear!” said Webb, the tr
the school clubg. “I'm sure you agree with
that, Monty.”

“Oh, yes, of cours said
savagely. “I agree with that. If
got any reasonable ofler to make, I'H jump
at it. Rut I fancy it's «mly the came old
tale, the New House xms got to )\mmh’c under
kY :hool House.”

se Monteith

Jildare's

ind!” exclaimed Kildare.

y ¢ wanted it. In leaving
uut of the tcam plz\yers I comnsider not up
to the mark, 1 only exercisc my unquestioned
right as c;xmax’n of the Eleven. ¢ is un-
fortunate———"

“Very unjortunatc!” sneered Monteith.

“But I find no fault with you or Baker.”

Monteith grunted.

“Well,” he said snappishly, “the question
is, are you going to play more New House
pmembers in the Eleven?”

“I have discussed the matter with my own
Jim’s, “and
we’ve made up our mind to make as bhig a
concession as can be made without endaniger-
ing the matches.”

“You ean leave all that out, and come down
to facts.”

Kildare’s
Guietly :

“We want to meet you in every way. As
captain, 1 cannot forgo the duty of selecting
the team. It would he bebtér for me to
resign than that. But I am wiling to take
four New Housc men into the First Eleven
on trial.”

“Let’s hear the xnmes by all means"

“Yourself, Baker, Webb, and Gray.”

Monteith was about to reply with a refusal,
but he pauacd He saw by the faces of his
companions that they were willing to accept
the comprotmsc offered hy the captain of all
St. Jim’s, and he was himself surprised by
the extent of Kildare’s concession.

The seniors named were all present, and
they looked very expressively at Monteith.
1{ he refused Kildare’s offer, the danger of a
split in the side, a dispute of his authority
in his own House, was imminent. - And so the
prcfec.u paused.

*Would you mind giving us a bit of time
to think it over?” he suggested, at last.

I\]Idare rose.

“Certainly; I'm making up the eleven for
he Headland mateh to-meorrow. If you send
me over a note presently, it will do, so that
I can put the names on the notice-hoard for
to-piorrow Iorning.”
“Very well.”
md klldare with a pleasant neod,

looked

eye fashed, but he went on

quitted

House . senfors at one

another.

“1 can see you're inclined fo accept the
offer,” said Monteith coldly.

“I'm not,” said Seften promptly. “I'd
stick out for half the team if I were you.”

“Rats!” said Baker. “The offer is a joliy
good one, and we ought to take it.”

* My sentiments exactly!” agreed Webh.

“And mine,” added Gray.

Monteith nodded shortly.

“Very well, as you seem tO be agreed, we'll
take the offer,” he said. *But, you know, [
don't trust Kildare, and I don’ t suppose this
will set matters nght‘

“Well, you know, I always
Kildare injustice,” remarked
position isn't an easy one, and—

“Well, we accept the offer,” interrupted
Monteith. “That's seftled. I'll <(nd hw a
note over by Figgins this evening. _

The seniors, greatly pleased with the twu
affairs had taken, quitted the room, @
cussing the Headland mateh, which w
coming off next day. Only Sefton remaived
with Monteith. He lookea mnuumeh at the
prefect.

“You don’t think th;s will end the rows,
do you, Xonty?” he asked.:

"\fnntexth smiled in his souir way.

“No; I -don't. T'd have finng Kild:
ofier hack in bis face, but I don’t w
split in the New House and those |
believe in Kildare, and in his talk
standing together for the schocl, and
rot. Kildare will think he has scored wh
he gets my note. But let him wait a little,
This woa't be the end of it!”

diel
iy

(ud you

-

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

The Headland Match.

¢t Y Aunt Georgina!? exclaim
Blake, stopping before
notice-board in the Fkall
next morning. *Here's nev

“ What's up?” asked Herne~, topping

“Read for yourself, my son.’

There was very soon a crowd round ithe
notice-hoard. Every eye was glued upon a
sheet of paper pinned there, in the w
known handwriting of the captain of
Jim's,

It contained the list of names in the sehocl
eleven for the foothall match of the aft
nocn, when Headland College were to visit
St. Jim's.

The eleven to meet Headland
four names from the New House.

The list ran as follows:

contained

Rushden; Gray, XKnox; Webb, Dar
ge,n-y; Drake, Morgan, Kildare, Monteith,
aker. o

Four of these belonged to tlie New House—
Monteith, Baker, Gray, and Webb.

It was evident to all that a compromi:e
had besn arrived at, and that Kildare hadl
made w great concession in order to hr
the New House into line with the rest of tie
school.

“ Well, I call that rot!” said Blake. ©As
it we ecouldn't have licked Headland without
any of those New House bounders im tle
team!?

« Peace at any price!” sniffed Dig.
see how it’ll turn out. They'll give
game away to Headland.”

«If Kildare had taken my advice
on Blake,

“What a pity he didn’t!” sniggered 3}
lish. “Why don’t you go to his ctudy
on er it to him, Blake? He'd be grateful!

“T'] offer vou something if you snigger n$
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mel” Biake. nd you'll get it on tie
gose!l™

Whereupon Mellish said no more, and the
chums of No. 6 continued $o discuss the
situation with indignant emphasis until a
senior appearcd on the scene, when they all
scuttled away.

But it was not only by the juniors that
Kildare's action was criticised.

Kildare's position was a dificult one, and
few of the fellows made full allowance for
its difficulty. The dream of the cuptain was
to get the two Houses to pull heurtily to-
gether for the good of the school; but it
~was a dream difficult of realisation. He kept
gteadily at it, but he found it a very uphill
ask.

The Ueadland wmatch was eagerly looked
forward to. When the new eleven took the
field it would be seen how the experiment
was to turn out.

If the team pulled wel fogether, and the
visitors were beaten, it would be a triumph
for Kildare’s policy of conciliation, and it
would settle a knotty point——the formation
-of the college team to meef Mexborough, a
neighbouring town, with whom a fixture had
tong been arranged, and who werc known
to be extremely dangerous opponents.

50, when the afternoon came, there was a
erowd round the football-ground, both
Houses being strongly represented.

Headland arrived in their brake, and were
“accorded a warm welcome by the Saints.
Headland were not by any means the most
formidable opponents Bt. Jim's met, and
Kildare had heen wise to try the new team
with them before committing the fate of the
Mexborough Town match to it.

There was a hearty cheer as the visitors
streamed into the field, They looked very fit,
but the Saints had little doubt that -the
bome team would come out victorious if they
pulled together. That was the question:
Could the New House fellows be relied upon
to back up the captain? .

Kildare did not permit himself to doubt
it for a moment. And, indeed, three at least
of the New House members meant to do
~their begt. 1If a lingering doubt lurked in
Kildare's mind, it was 6f Monteith,

But the New House prefect looked very fit
as he lined up with his side, and he cer-
tainly looked as if he meant business.

The visitors won the toss, and it fell to
the Saints to kick off, which they did against
a keen wind. The afternoon was fine, though
cold. Kildare kicked off, and the game com-
menced.

“Now,” said Blake oracularly, “we shall
see what we- shall see.”

What they saw first -was the visitors
coming down with the wind in a fine rush
for the home goal,. .

Then Blake and Study No. ¢ shouted:

“ Buck-up, Saintsi”®

“Play up!” shouted Kangaroo of
Shell.

Whether encouraged by the attention of
Study No. 6 or not, the Saints certainly did
play up, and the Headland rush was stopped,
and the ball weni to midfield from Gruay's
foot,

It came down right to Monteith,
on it like lghtning, The New House pre
ff:ct;J went through the Headlanders like a
shot.

The spectators watched cagerly.
rang the cheers of the New House
teith covered the ground like a deer.

“Bravo, Monteith!”

Blake 'eniffed,

“If Monteith, takes that goal,”
“II say, ‘Good old New House!’
won't, my sons—he won't!
pass?”

Even as Blake spoks Monteith was checked
by a Headland back; but he passed the ball
to Kildare in time, and the captain of St.
Jim's slammed it home,

“Goal!l”

Things were looking well for St Jim's.
With the wind in their faces they had
scored a goal ‘in the first ten minutes.

But that success acted as a spur to the
Headland team, and when they kicked off
again they followed it up with a desperate
attack. The tussle was hard and sharp.

Again Gray, at back, sent the ball to mid-
field when the visitors looked dangerous, and
bh;: New House cheered their man to the
eeno.

Two home forwards were on the bLall in
a moment, while Darrel was running up. It
was 2 moment of tussle. and wild excltement,
and what followed happened like & flash.

°  Darrel, shouldered by a Headland for-
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the

Lound
as Mon-

he said,
But he
Why doesn't he

1

ward, reeled and fell againsi Monteith, who

went staggering. But for that unfortunate
chance Monteith would have got the ball
away.

As it was, Kildare, who was a sccond
behind him, captured it and took it up the
field. Monteith, béfore he could regain his
balance, went over in the rush that followed,
and it swept past him, and left him gasping
on the grass,

No one was looking at him as he siowly
rose, his face white with fury. Every glance
was following the game, sweeping on resist-
lessly towards the Headland goal. Kildare
-had the ball, and the other forwards were
backing him up well.

With a beauntiful exhibition of passing they
bore it through the Headland defence, and
then Drake, centring to Kildare at the
psychological moment, the Saints” skipper
sent the ball in with a shot that gave the
goalie not the ghost of a chance.

St, Jim's roared over the secoend goal.

“But look at Monteith!” muttered Blake.

The New Houae prefect was white with
rage, and his eyes were burning. Darrel,
glancing at him, remembered the tumble in
the struggle for the ball, which had slipped
his memory in the excitement of what
followed.

“Sorry, Monteith,” he said, as the players
came back f{o the centre of the field—"sorry
I was shoved inst you!l”

“It's a le,” said Monteith thickly —“it's
a lie, and you know it! You did it on
purpose !”

Darrel stared at him.

“Don’'t be a fool!” he said shortly.
you know what you're talking about?”

“Yes, I do; and I know that it wasn't an
accident made you shove me off the ball and
give it to Kildare!”

Kildare caught thoss words, and bis eyes
flashed.

*Monteith i
. The prefect glared at him.

“Well, what have you got to say?”

“I've got this to say, that you'd better
hold your tongue!”

“1 shall say what I think, and—"

“Line up! Silence there!”

The prefect lined up with $ha rest, but
his face was very black. *

His heart was burning with passionate
anger as the game restarted, and he was in

“Do

a mood for anything—anything but good
play and backing up Kildare, #
Kildare noticed that he was playing

slackly now, and bis eye flashed, bub ke said
nothing. But presently a Headland rush
came right through the Saints, and Mon-

. teith, who had a chance to get the ball, let

it pass him.

“Play up, Monteith!” cried Kildare.

The pretect gave him a savage look.

Kildare gritted his teeth; it came into his
mind that tbe prefect was slacking ¢n pur-
pose—that this was Monteith’s revenge for
his supposed injury.

The backs succeeded in clearing, and a
{ine opening came to the home forwards.

Monteith was on the ball guiekly this time.
The enemy were rushing upen him; Kil-
dare stood ready to receive the pass, and
for a moment it seemed that the prefect
would send him the ball as he expected.
But as he caught the captain’s look, there
seemed to Monfeith's distorted imagination
something threatening in it, and he set his
lips spitefully

sharp exclamation as
Monteith and - the ball dropped
t before aind forward, who sent
it right up the ficld in a twinkling.
¥or a moment Kildare quivered - with
anger.
But it was no time {or recrimination then.
The game had to be saved; Monteith’s bad

play, or, rather, treachery, had to be
retrieved.
But that was impossible, as it proved;

the advantage given to the Headlanders wis

well improved by them, and a couple of
minutes later the ball was in the home
net.

Then the whistle went.for half-time, and
both teams trooped off for a much-necded
rest. In the home dressingroom in the
pavilion Kildare strode up to Monteith.

His eyes were blazing, and even the pre-
fect, though he had provoked the conflict,
shrank for a moment from his look.

“Monteith, I want to know your inten-
tions!” exclaimed the captain. “Are you
going to play up like a decent fellow, or
aren’t you” -
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Monteith scowled, :

“What faulé do you find with my play?®

“Yon deliberately gave the ball to tha
Headlanders, and threw away that gcal.”

“It's a liel”

The veins stood out on Kildare's forehead,
but with a mighty effort he controlicd
Jhimself.

“I appeal to the team!" he cried, looking
round,

“We all saw it!" exclaimed Darrel, “I%
was plain enough!”

The New House fellows were silent.

They were not inclined to think badiy of
their chief, nor to bear witness against him,

But the School House players backed up
Darrel’s words. 3

“We all saw it!" cried Rushden.

“Did you all see Darrel trip me up, too,
80 as to let Kildare get the bhall?” ‘snecred
the New "House prefect.

“That’s a lie!” said Darrel unceremoniousiy.
“You know 1 did nothing of the kind, Mon-

teith! T was shoved over myself, and
couldn’t help it.”
“Well, I say you could help it, and tha

you did it on purpose! You saw it, Gr
What do vou think?”

Gray hesitated.

“Well, it looked like it,” he said.
don’t think Darrel would do that,
teith.”

“Only a rotten cad would bring such an
accusation!” exclaimed Kildare. *There's
not a word of truth in it! Darrel had ro
intention of doing anything of the kind!”

Monteith snapped his teeth. -

“I say he did do_it, and that it was dons
on purpose!” he cried. “1 don't expect fair
play from you, Kildare!”

“You mean,” said Kildare quietly, “thab
you are looking for trouble. In that case,
vou had better get oui of the team.”

“I'm quite willing t6 go; but I shall not
20 alone. There are three here who will
stand by me.”

Grey, Webb, and
other dubiously. §

To desert their chief at such a moment
was difficult, but to desert the Scheci Eleven
in the middle of a hard-fought match
appeared harder, -

I say, don't let us go any furiher!™ ex-
claimed Baker anxiously. “Let us all plaic.
up for the school. The whistle~ in a

“But I
Mon-

Baker looked at each

Des
minute. For goodness’ sake let's stop rowing
in the middle of a matech! We can quarrel
after we've licked Headland!” ;

“J don't want to quarrel,” said Monteith.
“But Kildare has accused me of deliherately
playing into the encmy’s hands.” 5

“He didn't mean that, I'm sure,” said the
pacific Baker. “We all know you wouldn't
do such a.thing. There goes the whistle!
Come on; lét’s play up!” s

There was no time for further dizcussion.

The matter dropped just where it was, and
the whole team turned out for the sccond
half., But if ever a foothall team was in a

state of mind unfit for winning a "icwﬁ‘*’h 1;
tha

was the St. Jim's First Eleven at

moment

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Ordored Off the Field.

HE spectators crowded 1
football-field knew nothing
bad passed in the home

roonmt, hut the morc ob
them saw that something was am
Saints turned into the field for the second
half.

Kildare, though he tried to recover his
usual calmness, could not gquite banish the
cloud, while Monteith made no effort to hide
his temper. The others were looking more
or less disturbed and anxious, too.

From the kick-off the S8t. Jim's forwards
cot away finely, and the visitors’ goal was
besieged.

The wind was now in favour of the Saints,
and as they had taken two goals tc one with
it against them, they were naturally ex-
pected to walk over the Headlanders now.
But the ecrowd soon perceived that the
second half was to be far from a walk-over.

The St. Jim’s attack was a fine one, but
there was a weak spot in the line, and that
was at inside-right. Monteith was in too
savage a temper to play up well. :

One weak spot was enough for the Head-

landers, and soon the backs succeeded in
clearing, and the tussle went to midfield
again,

Kildare's eyes blazed. Whether Monteith
was doing his best or not, there was no doubt
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“Come in!”

The pacing stopped, and the four entered.
Dr. Chisholm locked mueh more haggard
than usual, and they felt not a little un-
comiortable in his presence.

“We—we've come, sir.”

“So I perceive!” snapped
nr:tably.

“Mack told us you wanted to see
explained Jimmy Silver.

”1hm Mack is mistaken.

atone.”

The

the Head
yer

I wish to be
quartette moved doubtmlly to the
door. Dr. Chisholmr eyed them for a moment,
then spoke.

'Om, momeni, my hoys!”

¥ esssir?”

“You—you know what has happened—you
T unembeﬁ—-

“About Carlake, sir?” cut in Loveil eagerly.
“I well remember the bullying brute—ahem!
—Carlake, -sir.”

“He was a great trial to me, a very great
trial,” murmured the Head, passing a weary
hand across his brow. “I fear that if he
returns he will atfempt to do damage not
onlty teo myself, but to any pupil of mine
vho happens to cross his path. He is a dan-
gerous person!”

“Hear, hear!” responded Lovell,
and Newcome in one veice.

The Head turned to Jimmy Silver.

“I wish you, Silver, to pin up this notice
in the hall.” ,

. Very nervously he -handed the Classical
leader a typed sheet of foolscap, which he
hiad crumpled somewhat in his agitation,

“Mack has strict orders to keep the gates
loeked until Carlake is captured, and no
person under my charge is allowed cut of the
~Lhool grounds,”

“Thank you, sir.”

Jimmy Silver & Co. left the study,
thie Head resumed his uneasy pacing.

“Here's a go!” said Jimmy Silver, lea
the way into the end study, after ping
tiie notice in the hall. “Whether it's w
or fine to-morrow we must—— Hallo! Jump-
" ing golliwogs! Somebody’s been here!”

it rv(.mred no glfte,d genius to see that

Lovell. Raby, and Newcome gazed u'
thie wreekage, and professed themselves to
he entirgly in accordance with their leader's

ervation.
dkease, crockery, chairs, feader, coal
2, table, mirror,” began Jimmy Silver,
aking 'an invemtory of the hLeaped-up
n*xdeq upon his fingers. “Not to mention
Axnd that hat!” murmured Rab“ “1%
scems familiar somehow.”

Raby,

and

“Oh, what asses you were!” said
itver mournfully, as his eyes ¢ £ the
teoats, muﬁﬂu‘, and notice behind the

door. “To think that whilst you were
burbling and jahbering about how to wmake
the Moderns sit ap to-morrow, Tommy Dodd
takes time by the forelock, hamboozies you
into the belief that he’s old Mack; and
wrecks the good old end study! Ah, me!
To mmk that I must go through life with
such "

With thats he stretched forth
in_a dramatic manner.

Lovell, Raby, and Newcome glared at him.

They quxr\hly reverted to something much
more forcible than glaring, howevex’, and,
leaving their despondent leader to extricate
himseli from beneath the wreckage, they
stamped out of the study.

his arms

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Wiack ,Ent%rtains an Old Acquaintance.

(1 HIS ‘ere’s wot I calls life—with a
wengeance!”
0ld Mack, in his little lodge at

Rookwood, presented the picture of
contentment.

With his large and gouty feet resting upon
a foatstool, a glass of gin-and-water by his
side, and the evening paper in his hmdc hie
found life very well worth living.

He folded his paper into an oblong shape,
took a large sip from his glass, and re-read a
paragraph which seemed to afford him deep
thought.

Then he laid the paper down.

“So Carlake's a-'eadin’ this way, is he?”
he muttered, gazing into . ¢ roaring fire. “1
knowed him well{ Six ‘ole years he was ’ere,
and never a single tip! Ugh!”

0ld Mack drank off the remainder of the
gin-and-water in- disgust:

Suddenly, whilst the glass was yet to bis
lips, ke found his eyes riveted to the window.

Was it possible?

A moment later the door was flung open.

-

broad arrows entered
and bolted the

garb of
closed

A man in a

hurriedly, and

door behind him.
0Old Mack splutered.

“Wot? Carlake!”

With his back to the door
surveyed the  old porter,
something between a smile and a snarl.

“¥es, “old gin-and-water, it’s me
enough 7

The evening paper fluttered from Mack's
nerveless grasp, and he sat and stared open-
mo‘Jthbd at the intruder.

“Thought you'd be ~urprnui to see me,’
observed Carlake, advancing. ** And plmmi
too—eh?”

“Y-y-yus!”?

“Any whisky in, you guzziing old hound?”

“Honly gin, sir!” he muttered.

“Gin'll do for me. I'm not over particular,
Mack !”

The conviet coolly drew a chair up to the
fire, and mixed himself a glass of hot gin-
and-water. ~

“How this brings back the good old times,
Aack, you Hun!” he said, with a ‘sigh.
“Don't you remember the ddy when you sat
before the fire, just as you're doing now, the
picture of doejlity and m.becmty, and we
3hled rotten eggs in at you through the win-
ow?

“\o I don't!” said old AMack grufily.

“Or the night when we rigged up a booby-
trap over the bxg gates,” went on the cenvict
reminiscently, “and as you closed them you

right

_door.

the convict.

open
his teeth bared in |”

F b3 iday‘ 9

Old 3ack did not reply.
He led the way it 1
passage, and stopped before ar

“Help v
i t!xc daor, .md stqvpm" h.x I,

Carlake peersd in.

“You old fcol!” he e\cl..umz d.
nothing bhut coals——- Gh!
A violent push in the back
ver the heap of coals. THo the
door slammed, and the key turned.

The convict staggered to bis feet. mad with

him sprawl-

rage, and thumped furiously the deor.
“You oid villain! Open door! Do
you hear?”

Mack heard, but heeded not. He mounic
the stme with ‘all the expedition iiis rh

maticky limbs permitted.

Carlake tried to penetrate the u.uh‘
the cellar with a savage glare Findi
to be “impossible until his eyes gre
tomed to it, he groped for the door

“This thing won't hold out 2
weight!” he muttered. “Ull bash it in!

He elimbed halﬂway up thn heap of ¢
with the intention of taking a fiying lea
the door, feet first.

But he paused suddenly
rain fell upon his hand.

“The goal hole!” he exclaimed
antly. “The very thing!”

In a trice he was struggline t! zmu I,
narrow apertuve, with the wet 1ig
blowing upon his face.

s of

Sler

as - a

triv

1d soot and

found uvrpeh drcnchud in i1
tAr

“I remembers that,” returned Mack, making
a dismal attempt to look amused.

“Jolly old times!” sighed the broag-
arrowed  visitor. “Enjoyable  times—eli,
Mack, you old bounder? Weren't they
enjov.wle times?”

©V cojoyabie times,” replicd Mack
Carlake chuckled, and stirred the fre
savagely.

with startling suddenness, he turned

Then,
upeun the quaking old porter.

“You have another suit of togs hosides the
ones you're wearing?” he demanded,

“Yus, Mister Cm'luke.”

“Where are they?”

“I—I'll show yer,” muttered. the school
porter. “Just foller me.”
He lit the candle with trembling hands.

But his old eyes were glittering cunningly.
Carlake did not notice that. He paced the

little lodge feverishly, and gnawed at his
fingers. 5
He followed old Mack down a flight of

steps.

“Queer place to keep your clothes—helow
he grunted.
2 here else to keep ’em, gir,” said Mack
pl*«mtwely. “My bed-room’s not a large
one.”

“I remember it,”
“I believe I s\\am ped. it
dién’t 12

said Carlake, grinning.
with treacic once,

The chief
the

of
Maderns
piled up ali the

furniture .and

crockery inthe
middie of the

end study.

Upon 1ihe
whole he
placed the
patlered hat,

inclined at a
rakich angle,
and withdrew,
chuckiing with

satisfaction.
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? Negro
t'm C\p“ctul bark of the
shonld have been pacing the
hour, did not come. Something w
with Negro, evidentiy.
Carlake darted round

lodge.
ou trcacherous old hunks!” he grated,
ing the porter by the throat.
0ld Mack jumped. He hadn't
to see the conviet again so =oon.
“Oh, Mr. €arlake, don't!” whined
“I'm an old man now——"
“And an old villain, teo!l”
“1I—I didn’t mean i
“To leave the coal-hole uncevered—uo!
said Carlake, with a harsh laugh.
“’Elp!” roared Mack (frenziedly,
the grip at his throat 'LnteL
TR
Cail

close-

the

of

the corner

expeeted

hissed Carlake.

I
A

ake swiftly tore his cloth cap

pped head, apd crammed it in

porter’s mouth.
Then he tied it there with a bit of
“Conme on, you old fool {” Lo

catching Mack by the scruff of the
dragged him backwards intp the lodge,
heels trailing: over the gmundA

When Mack was deposited in a limp hes
Hera

on the floor of the lodge, L‘u!ake once
bolted the door.
“Now, where’s your wardrobe 7” he
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demanded, jabbing at the terrified porter’s
ribs with his foot. * Will you answer?”

In his rage he overlooked the fact that he
had just gagged old Mack,
answer was out of the question.

He untied the cord, and dragged Mack to
his feet.

*“Show me the way,” he growled; “and no
monkey-tricks this time!”

0Old Mack shivered, and led the way up-
stairs. He was in no mood for any more
monkey-tricks.

Arriving ab his bed-room, he opened a little
cupboard, and held the candle for Carlake to
inspect his wardrobe.

It was, limited, but the convict found
enough for his wants. A pile of folded hand-
kerchiefs caught his eye.

They were not pretty ones, but he selected
three and approached old Mack.

The latter regarded him apprehensively.

*“'Ere, you keep hofl——"

“I'm going to settle with you now!” was
the disconcerting reply. “Keep still, will
you?”

“Lemme go, you—you conwict!”

Mack struggled furiously, but it
good.

The first handkerchief was nsed to gag him.
The second to hind his hands. And the third
his feet.

Carlake used his boots to roll thie helpless
porter under the bed.

“It should work all right!” ne muttered
to himself, as he denuded the wardrobe of its
apparel. “It did in the case of that sharper.
1 tock the whole school in! But I've no

-make-up; there's the pull. Still, 1 can
mufile up my face, and pretend to be ill! A

* little soot on my eyebrows and red ink on my
nose will make me look sufficiently like that
old ass!”

He took the clothes into the room below,
and sat before the fire with his chin sup-
ported on his clenched fists, glaring and
wuttering.

Late into the night he sat in this position.

His unjusé and bitter hatred of the Head
of Rookwood grew deeper and deeper with
the striking of every hour.

was no

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Carlake Redeems Himself.
S Jimmy Silver had predicted, Wed-
nesday turned out wet—very wet.
The Fistical Four met in the end
study, which was a little more ship-
shape by now, to discuss plans for present-
ing the Moderns with tit in grateful ex-
change for tatb.

“Sure, an’ the
sedad ??

Flynn's grinning face was nct quite so grin-
ging as usual as he shoved it round the
oor.

“What is the latest, Flymn, old scout?”
asked Jimmy Silver.

“QOuld Mack's mgstiff!
in the quad, bedad!*

“Crumbs! Any idea who the culprit is?”

“The convict, of course, ye omadhaun!
The Head's looking loike a bilious banshee,
and Mack himself is quoite cut up. Faith,
I nivver thought he was so attached to the
whilp as all that! He deesn't look the same
omadhaun !”

“Too much gin, I suppose,” said Jimmy
Silver unsympathetically.

“ And too little water,” added Newcome.

¥lynn grinned, and withdrew.

“That Carlake chap, you know, might
easily be hidden about the building,” re-
marked Jimmy Silver thoughtfully.

“Entered by way of the keyhole, I sup-
pose?” scoffed Lovell.

“Well, but—— By Jove, if that dcesn't
offer the chance of a giddy wheeze! Quite
evidently it was the memory of that Carlake
hizney which prompted Tommy Dodd to
yuise himself as Mack. Now, why shouldn’t
weé make the convict serve our turn?”

Tovell, Raby, and Newcome scratched their
chins dubiously.

“ Anyway, we'll talk it over later,” decided
Jimmy. “There goes the bell for lessoms.
No time now for gassing.”

‘have ye heard latest,

Found half-poisoned
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After morning lessons the wheeze was
carried unanimously, and there was a vast
amount of raking in property boxes.

But all that Jimmy Silver- wanted was a
conviet's cap and some grease-paints and a
pair of pyjamas, and they were quickly dis-
covered.

By six o'clock the country around was in
semi-darkness owing to the low, dense clouds
and mist, Jimmy  Silver could not have
wished for more suitable conditions to serve
his purpose.

He crept across the quad, and pulled up
outside the window of the Temmies' study.
It was an inch or two ajar at the bottom,
and Jimmy Silver silently slid- it up a foot

or s0.

«Jf that convict’'s here, he’s going to be
bagged by us!” Tommy Dodd was declaring
to his study-mates, Tommy Cook and Tommy
Doyle. It will be one in the eye for the
Classicals——" =

His gaze suddenly became transfixed. His
chums saw that he was looking straight past
them, and they spun round to see what was
amiss.

“The convict!” they all yelled.

“@Grab his ear roared Tommy Cook.

“Whack .him on the napper!” yelled
Tommy Doyle,

As they made a simultaneocus rush the face
vanished. Tommy ¢Cook flung up the sash
as far as it would go, and peered eagerly
into the dim quad.

He could just make out a semi-white figure
re&.reating in the direction of the Classical
side.

“He's still in his convict's dress!” ex-
claimed Tommy {(‘ook excitedly, the idea of
pyjamas never entering his head. “Making
for Dr. Chisholm's study, by gum, to wipe up
the room with him ! He's our bag, you chaps!
Hurrah!”

As they scurried down the passage Jimmy
Silver beat back hurriedly, and clambered
in at the open window. :

He stood perfectly still for a few minutes,
listening to the Tommies' footsteps- patter-
ing away towards the Classical side.

Then be chuckled.

“We'll see what I can do in the study-
wrecking line,” he murmured.

First of all he drew Tommy Dodd’s kindly
message from his pocket. Scribbling on the
back of it a few words to the effect that
James Silver, Esq., wished the Modern asses
who had mistaken him for a conviet the
best of love, he pinned it te the broad-
arrowed cap, and bung up the latter behind
the door. .

Before very long he proved that Tommy
Dodd had a very close second in the study-
wrecking line of business.

Meanwhile the unsuspicious Moderns were
investigating the Classical passages.

“Blow it!” grunted Tommy Dodd. ¢ Here's
that old ass Mack coming along! Better not
let him catch us on this side!”

And thereupon they retreated, and took
refuge in an empty study along another
passage.

But that passage, apparently, was
cisely what the porter was making for!

He approached in an unusually shifty and
suspicious manner, passed the study which
contained the three Tommies, and stopped
outside Dr. Chisholm’s.

Peeping cautiously out, Tommy Dodd saw
that he was applying his ear to the keyhole.

“The old eavesdropper!” he muttered.
“Serves him right if we reported him, as
he’s always doing us! I wonder where that
giddy convict’s got to?”

When ‘he peeped out again the porter had
vanished.

“Come along, kids!® he said, strolling into
the passage. “The coast’s clear!”

The school porter had entered the head-
master’s study without so much as knocking.

Dr. Chisholm started angrily to his feet.

“Mack,” he said severely, “I.make allow-
ances for your illness, but—-"

The porter’s next move was to drag off a
wig and bushy eyebrows and reveal a coun-
tenance that was but too familiar with the
dismayed Head, in spite of the make-up.

pre-

“You remember me,” Chisholm?® he maried,
with a savage grin. :

The Head staggered back a pace.

“Carlake!”

“From prison! And this, the hour I have
been looking forward to for nearly three
years, has come at last!”

From a state of complete petrifaction the
Head became highly animated.
the window, and managed to utter one ery
before the convict's fingers closed about his
throat. -

Gradually be found himself being forced
over the sill, the set, line-marked face of the
conviet very close to his.

Possibly it was the sound of footsteps in
the passage which stayed whatever -purpose
Carlake had in mind. Or possibly he found
he didn’t hate his old Head so deeply as he
had imagined now that the coveted hour
was at hand. .

He slowly released Dr. Chisholm, and
turncd to behold the three Tomwmies, who
entered, white-faced and alarmed.

But a cry behind him made
quickly about again.

Unable to regain his balance, Dr. Chisholm
made a futile clutch at the cill, and von-
ished from sight.

White as a sheet, the convict locked oug
of the window. -

Fortunately, Dr. Chisholm had managed to
grasp a bunch of ivy a couplie of yards below
the sill.’ But his position was a perilous
one.

kim turn

m

ately. “Oh, help -
“ Mattresses, quick!” hiss the
convict, to the three Tommies,
Tommy Dodd & Co. hastened to obey the
order. They returned in less than a minute
with the mattresses. Carlake grabbed them

1 Carlake;

at once, and threw them out of the window.

Then, with set teeth, he clambered over
ivy.
the

the sill, and lowered himself down the
His strong arm encircled the Head as
latter’'s failing grip complctely relaxed.

The tendrils of ivy showed ominous
of giving way beneath this double str
And they did!

Just as Carlake, with a great effort,
hoisted Dr. Chishelm up to the sill the roots
came out in his hand,

Dr, Chisholm, eclambering safely back Tt
his room, shuddered as he heard the body
rustling swiftly through the ivy below -him.

The mattresses had broken the conviet's
fall considerably; but even then he rolled
over and over, and lay quite still,

Carlake suffered a long illness in the sana-
torium at Rookwood. One leg was frac-
tured, and several minor organs of his body
had received a dangerous shaking.

Very slowly he began to recover. He
a clean breast of everything.

He told how he had climbed over the
school wall in the old place that he had
used for breaking bounds in his misguided
schooldays. He reiated how he had thrown
a slightly-poisoned bone to the mastiff,
which completely recovered in less than
forty-eight hours.

Old Mack had already been found, trussed
up like an ancient chicken, under bis own

made

bed.

Dr. Chisholm spent much of his valuable
time by the sick-bed. And as the patient
improved bodily. he seemed {o improve
morally as well.

Whenever he appeared disposed to express
his contrition, however, Dr. Chisholm waved
him down with a kindly smile, ;

His great sacrifice had been sufficient proo
of his repentance, and he and the Head
found that they had something in common
after all, and perhaps were never intended to
be bitter enemies.

Carlake never went back to prison. He
slipped into a suit of khaki, and atened for
a faulty past on the battlefield. =

The news met with a great reception
amongst the juniors, who for a long time
retained remembrance of the strange happen-
ings on one wet Wednesday!

THE END.
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¢ the prefect had hecome rather a hin-
nee than a help to his side.

‘The Headland attack swept up to the home
goal, against the wind and the St. Jim's
players had to fall back to defend their
Ll\dd‘-‘l

But the backs put their “heef ” into it, and
the Headlanders did not succeed in scoring,
and the bali went out again from a press
n! players, and dropped nulv at Monteith's
The prefect fumbled with it, and in &
ceonds a Headlander would have had it;
but in the nick of time Darrel rushed up,
d, shoving i Monteith unceremoniously
de, sent the ball up the field with a
pewerful kick.

Had Monteith been playing the game as
he should have done, the action of the centre-
f would have been inexcusable; but, in
xu of fact, it was only Darrel’s prompt
action that saved the situation and relieved
ibe home goal from heavy pressure.

But Monteith recked little of that. Darrel
had bavely taken the kick when the prefcet
g round on hlm, perfectly white with
se, and strwck him in the face.

The unupcuted blow made Darrel reel.
th' went the referee’s “l‘nt!L The
stopped.

are strode towards Monteith,

his eyes

Darrel had seemed about to hurl himsell
upon the prefect, but he remembered in

e where he was, and his baunds dropped {o
e, and he stood quivering with passion.
ildare_made an imperious gesture to the
prefect.

“Get oft the field,

“Whati?

“Get off the field!”

“I shalt not go alone!”

“Get off the field, I tell you!”

Jonteith cast a glance at the other New
House players.

“Come!” he said.
get’ no fair play here! Come!”

He strode away towards the pavilion.
There was a momentary hesitation among
the others.

Monteith!”

“I told you we cheuld

All were strung f{o a pitch of high excite- |
ad a clear idea !

Tent, wmd only one or two
of what had happened,
guickly.

€
it had passed s

- Monteith strode away without looking
k. Then Gray turned and walked after
bim. Gray's ample was all the others

wanted. Baker .md Webb follewed him with
downeast faces.

The Headland fellows looked at one ancthe
i amazement. Such a sight as this the)
Hever seen on a foothall-ﬁeld before.

Kildare was pale bat calm. He had hardly
expected thiz wholesale ~desertion by the
New House fellows; but, even if he had
expected it, he could not bhave acted other-
wise than as he had done.

After DMenteith's outrageous conduci, it
was impossible to allow him to remain on the
field.

But the most sanguine of the Saints looked
downhearted at finding their ranks thus
reduced to the hopeless number of seven
players,

The erowd were silent. What was to
become of this extremely peculiar situation
they could not guess. Neither could the
Headland {ellows.

It was for Kildare to decide.

The captain of St. Jim’s took about two
seconds to decide. There was no time to
think about the matter, and Kildare was not
the kind of f¢llow to give in while s chance
was left.

The referce looked at
Kildare gave 2 short nod.
and the game continued.

St. Jim's had closed their ranks, and, of
course, all their efiforts were now devoted to
defence.

Attack, under the circumstances, would
have been folly, but there was a chance that,
hy a careful dﬂfcnce the home team mxght
Jeep thelr goal intact during the remaining
twenty minutes of the second half. If 50, St
Jim’s would win by the goals taken hefore
half-time.

But tl‘cy would not do it if Hcadland could
help it

“Buek up, you chaps!” muttered the Hcad-
jand skipper. “ We're not going to let seven
players walk off the field winners!” = And
Beadland bucked up.

But, great as was the disparity of numbers,

Lim inguiringly.
The whistle went,

ibe Saints put  up a really.. splendid
fight. Kildare, at leagt, had now. only.men
he could fully rely upon, and who . were

devoted to him.,

The wind, too, was now very keen, and it
was- in the faces of the Headlanders. And
Rushden in goal was a mighty keeper.

And so, for a time at least, the rushes of
the visitors were checked, and though the

| struggle was now wholly in the hom half,

the goal long remained intact.

At last however, a lightning shot from the
Headland skipper found the net,
teams had equalised. There were five minutes
more to piay.

And the St. Jim’s boys longed for Fa
Time to hurry up a little and end their
pense. For it seemed impossible for mldarv
and his men to held the Headlanders so long.

In the excitement of the moment the
deserters were forgotten.

Mouteith had walked away straight to the
New House, and Gray, aiter a few minutes,
had followed him.

Webb and Baker remained, looking on, and
iocking about the most woebegone fellows at
8¢, Jim's. ‘They had not had time to think
hefore acting, and had followed their accus-
tomed leader.

But their feelings were not to be eavied as
they stood by and watched their comrades
gi 1llant1y fighting a losing baitle.

The ~Headland attack was

growing

Darrel had barely taken

him; perfectly white with rage, and struck him in the face.
expected blow mads Dairel reel.

Friday. 13

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
After the Match.
meetin

HERE wasg a> gloomy
3 Kildare’s study after the H
fellows were gone. The ecapta
st Jim’s was looking
y depressed.

and feém’;g

is nds were none too cheerful, either,
for, th gh what had happened had not more
than horne oub their anticipatio

i what a blow it was for Kilda
for the fortune of the coilege in the foot
field.

Kildare had gone very J&r«too far, most of
his HMouse thought—to coneiliate the cther
House, and this was the result. Four players
had walked off the fleld in the middle of a
game, leaving their side to win or lose, as it
chanced:

Such a desertion was unpardonable.

The state of affairs was much worse tk
had bwn before the captain’s
L‘x[Ol"t‘i to bring the two House:
‘hool had cut a ridien

me es of the visitors, and tb
worried Kildare as much as any

He was very s f 8f.
Jim’s. ’3“xcn

there ~was the Mexborough

VAN UNANNANNAN NN
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desperate. But still Kildare and his men
held their ground, and Rushden, between the
posts, was a marvel.

He seemed to be all head, hands, or feet,
just as the occasion rcquued and loudly the
crowd cheered their splendid goalkeeper at
every escape of the home citadel.

Phip!

It was the whistle. The keen suspe
ended. The strain was removed.

The game was over, and it had ended in a
draw, two goals to two; and, under the eir-
cumstances, such a draw was more honour-
abie to thc gallant seven than an ordinary
victory.

Fagged out by that last gruelling twenty
minutes, the Saints left the field, while deai-
ening cheers rang far over the ground

But the New House fellows were mostly
silent.

The School House-had covered itself with
glory that day, but the New Houze colours
had never been brought so low.

Even Figgins & Co. had nothing to say.
But Tom Merry & C') were the last fellows in
the world to *chip” their rivals in .the face
of a real misforfune like thm

115e was

Town match to be copsidered. Was it to be
d by a wholly School House side?
There’s no question about that, I ti
said Darrel, when Rushden made the’ rer
“Even Kildare yon't think of playi

rotters again after this, I suppose?”

Kildare coloured.

“You ncedn’t reproach me,” he sg ;
low voice. “I can see that I have made a
hash of the whole thing!”

“I didn't mean to repmach you, oid
fow,” said Darrel quickly, “and you have
made a hash of it. You've .donc your
But the Dest captain alive Louldht get on

with Monteith !”

“1'm afraid that’s the case,” said the
‘tain slowly. “I've made my Xa:b <o
He isn’t fit to go om a footer-ficid. l
never play for: St. Jlms qaam, as far as
am concerned!” .-

The School House seniors E\Chah‘;f‘d gl
- of satisfaction. 'This was the stand t
long wanted Kildare.to take, and ne
be had been driven. to -take ite, lhev
that he would be firm..

“It’s impossible s ta. pja ,Ium. of

Tar ,Prrig:);.. POPTEAR N
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went on Kildare. “TU'm sorry it

happened.
but it's no, good blinking facts.

He delj-

berately slackened down in the game, and his
He’s out

going for Darrel was the climax.
of tho eleven for good and all!”

“And a jolly. gaod thing, foo,
eleven!”. said Darrel. “Now the ai
But the New House are certain to
backs up over it. Yeb I don't see
can dofend what Monteith did.
nd the others, too!” exclaimed Rushden.
y walkipg off the field like that, and
Lavm" us to be lick ted, for all they cared!”
yell, do you know I don't blame them
very much,” said I\x‘dare slowly. “They
had ne time to thick, it all happencd so
quickly, and they're used to following Mon-
teith's lead. He called on them to back him
up, and they obeyed. I believe they were
more than bLalf sorry for it afterwards.”

““Possibly.  But you don't- meau to say
wil let them stop in the team after
wha iey didy” exclaimed Rushden, aghast.

Kildare looked worried.

“It’s no good closing our eyes to the state
1 h(, said. “We've got a big match
t weck, and we want every -ounce of
talent we can find. Monteith is barred, but
Baker is one of the best wingers we've got,
Webb showed up ﬁrst«rate to-day, while
was -a giant at- back,_ and, I believe,
»d us more than opce.”

*0h, 1 don’t find fault with their play, but
what’s the use of- a good player you can't
depend upon for five minutes together?”

“They followed Monteith’s lead, as I said,
and we ought not to be hard on them. If
they stick to Monteith, and stay out of the
team of their own accord, we shall have to
try and fill their places somebow, though, in
that case, I tell vou plainly,  don’t believe
we shall be able o stand up fo Mexborough.

“By all accounts, Mexborough have been
pulling ahead lately; and, to tell the exact
trath, they're above the aLl"’ft of an ordi-
nary school team, and it's a hit of check on
our part to tackle them at ail.”

The others. were . silent.

“As T gaid,” the captain went on, “if they
stick by Monteith, we've done with them,
for bre sha'n't play again as long as I'm cap-
tain. But if they choose to play without him
their places will stil! be

“But will they?”

“I don't know; but for the sake of the
“gctiool 1 hope sc ™

“But, bang it all, vou can't make any
advances to them!” said Barrel. “There
c;m't“ be aany question of asking them to
play.

“Xo nced.. I shall post up their
the list for the Mcexborough 1y
they don't intend to pl

“They can't very weil 1
in the cold, unless they
to throw him over.

“Well, they might do worse

“Trioe enough. I don't
stand for their captain sy
as that fellow.. Stil—"

“Wel, we'll give tlicm the chance to

“to their colours,” said Kildare
the list on Mo'xdav 80 Qs
to think it over."

And s0 thé discussion cn

names in
ten, mxsl it

than that.”
how they can
h a howhlag cad

te o

up
give bh{m t(mc

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
One Against Thres !

ILDARE'S decision as to the list for
the Mexborough match was eagerly
awaited at &b Jim's, and when
it was put on the notice-board it

was anxiously scanned at once,

The Headland mateh had ended with, the
most unpleasant incident that had ever hap-
pened on the school foothali-ground, and
zechng ran very high in the School House.

The general opinion was that too much
hadebecn conceded to the New House, and
that after this it was impossible for even
the peace-loving captain to extend the olive-
branch any mors.

The School House ook it for granted that
he would form a team to meet Mexhorough
wholly from his own side.

The New House had
themscives in the matter.

The keenest and most lcwwl supporter of
Monteith could not deny that the New House
players had gone too far, and that no cap-
tain could
in his team.

At the same time they were feahnﬂ very
sore, and the fact that they had not a leg
to stand on only added to their irritation.

When the list was put up. therefore, there

THE PENNY POPGLAR.—No, 284,
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was a general gas

hiouses

The nnlv name missing was Monteith’s.

The head prefect of the New House was
barred. Liven Kildare could not overlook
e had done. But Gray, Webb,
Bﬂkfr were down to play.

“They won't play without Monteith,” was
the verdict of the 1001 Housze.

And in that idea Kildare's followers found
comfort.

That they should rot piay without him
was Monteith’s own \kwrmmatmn, but he
iouud that he would have difficulty in getting
his own way.

p of astonishment in both

and

Webb and Gray word to Monteith
that they would st by him.

Baker said nothing.

As Baker, with tha exe eption of Monteith
himself, was the best player the New House
had ever sent out, the prefect was very
anxious about him.

But in reply to a direct question, Baker
onlv said that he was thinking it over.

Webb and Gray are standmg by their
house,” said Montcith hotly. “Do you mean
to say that you are going to desert your
side, and let the Sdmol House triumph?”

“It isn't a qncmon of New House or
School House,” plied Baker. “It’s a gues-
tion of St. Jim’s winning or losing the match
at Mexborough.”

“Yes, that's how Kildare pats it,
know that's all humbug.”

“I don’t know anything of the kind”
plied Baker obstinataly.
we don't stand

',’

but vou

re-
“1 know that if
in with Kildare over this

match, St Jim's will very likely get
ticked.”

“And if you do, the School House will crow
over us all along the line. That’s what
Kildare has planned all along.”

“I don’t believe it. I alv'ays said you

didn’t do him justice.”

Monteith set his thin lips hard.

“You'd better take a friendly word of
warning, Baker. Any New House ehap who
sides against hh own house will be cut by
everybody here.”

“Do you mean that I shall be
Coventry if I play?” asked Baker,
direct way.

“Well, something like that.”

“That won't make any uuferen
said Baker, after a pausc. "Ji's
point to decide, and if 1 play 1 d
you can make things ancomforiabie for 1
v, and decide

sent to

in his

whdt I believe to he
“And, meanwhile, vol

on the notlce board?”
“Yes.

So the conversation ended, vory
factorily for both. Mouteith realised keenly
enough- how shaky his position was, and -it
scemed to him a time for bold measuvres,

If Baker refused to come into line
the rest of the House, he must be co
and if he refused to be coerced, he
he cut.

A few
bring
House

will remain

unsatiz-

lth

muac

days-in Coventry wonlid probably
him to reason. But would the New
back the prefect up in sueh a drastic
re? < Monteith ~was determined that
they should; yet in his inmost heart he felt
a chill of dnubf

He called on Kildare the same day He
found him with Darrel and Rushden, both
of whom gave the prefect decidedly hostile
looks.

Kildare was icily polite; a very diflerent
Kildare from the one Monfeith was accus-
tomed to. The prefect realised that he had
got the captain’s buck up at last.

The cheery, good-natured captain
shown an almost endless patience, whick
Monteith had mistaken for weakness. Now
his patience was exhausted, and Monteith
found him as hard and cold as steel.

“I want to speak to you, Klldar said
the prefect, with a meaning glance :xt the
other two School House seniors.

“Quite at your service,” replied Kildare.
“Don’t go, you fellows; Monteith Las nothing
private to say to me.”

“As a matter of fact, I'd rather see
alone, Kildare.”

“What is it about?”

“The footer.”

“I don't see what you can have to say
about that, as you are npot: in the team;
but whatever it is, vou nesd not say it in
private., Don't go, you chaps. Monteith
won't be staying long.”

Monteith breathed hard.

Tt was borne upon his mind then -that
all the cunning tactics ke had beén so self-
satisfied about amounted, in efect, to- a

had

you

thy and dismayed by

twisting of the lon's
asleep Now he had waked the lion.

‘Well, I suppose it  deesn’t matter it
Darrel and Rushden hear at I've got to
" he rewmarked, as indifferently as he

“1t's Aabout the foothall, as 1 said. 1
ew House pames

tail—the lion being

could.
see that yeu've got three N

in the list for next Saturday
“Yes.

“You have left mine out.”

“Naturally, as you do not belong to the
Eleven.”

“18 that a definite decision, then?”

“Quite!

“And you -think our fa
their prefect is barred like this?”
“I hope s0.”
“Well, they won't!”
Gray and Webb refuse.
“1 shall be sorry to hear hut they do.”

“Well, you do hear it now.

“I shall not take off their names unless [
wear from them personally. 1 must de
to accept any interference in the matter

“Do you forgct that 1 am head prefeet of
my House?”

“Certainly not; but t tat hag nothing
with the footer. The men are responsib
me, a3 their captain, and a House pr
nas nothing whatever to do with it.”

Darrel and Rushden looked at cach other
with grim satisfaction. They had never seen
Kildare in this mood before; he had always
been so good-nutured that they had been
hardly able to imagine him going on the waz-
path in earnest.

It had taken a great deal of provocatien
to rouse him; but now that Monteith had
succeeded in provokiug him to a conflict, he
wag hard as a flint. Monteith himsell was
surprised and considerably dismayed.

“Very well, you can tey and ride the high
horse if you hke he sneered savagely. “But
I tell you that if any New House Lh.rr played
for you after this, he would be acnt ta
Coventry by the House. Not a man 01 our_
side will meet the Mexborough fellows!’

Kildare shrugged his shoulders.

“I have gaid that I shall accept no state
ment from an cutsider as to the intention
my team,” he said. “It seems to-me
to prolong this discussion.

The prefect glaredv at bim.

id Monteith savag

tle was

Kildare's character, and at a lns‘f%;
and say. He had a curious fee
lessness in the presence of the o I
unexpected moed.

“Very well,” he said, “1 warned you.”

“Thanks very muchit” .

Monteith strode from the stody
slammed the door. Ten minutes later a
from the New House brought a note

to

Kildare, He opened it, and frownod as he
read it. It was brief, but very much to the

point :

“Unless Monteith is include
we are rry we cannot undertal
for the school against ‘\Iexhornmh

“GEORGE WEBB

“ALBERT GRS Ai

Kildare {ossed the :19&0 to his companicns.
“That's Monteitl's reply,” &
loeking at it. “How will you a
“That -won’t take long,” rer

_
v
2
o
D
4

grimly. b
He wrote on the back of the note, v ‘;%
pencil : =
i
“Any member of the School Eleven who
fails to play on -Saturday against Mex-
berough, except through or other
similar adequate reason, never be

allowed to play for \t Jim's again as leng
as E. Kildare is captain.”

The fag carried that note back t» the Néw
g

House. = :
“Baker has sent remarked

Darrel thoughtfully. { as if he is
standm" out against '\[ontexth

“Yes,” said Kildare, with a nod; “and that .
was probably what Moutcith mehnt by his &
allusion to sending to Coventry any of his
tellows who t;l‘wed for the school. I've no
doubt he tried to get Baker to sign thab
note -along with Webb md Gray.”

“Then that means

“A disagreement in New House. From
what I know of Baker, I fancy he’ll stand
by the Eleven, in spite of Monteith, It will

be a split in the New House, and Monteith
will have only himself to thank for it.”
Kildare was right; the threatened split in
the New House sxdc had come at last! Baker
had refused to sign the joint note of Webh
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and Gray. The two latter locked far from
chefapﬁzl when the fag brought back Kildare’s
reply. A 7

“So we're out of it,” said Gray.

“It’s a rotten business!” muttered Wehb.

“We must stand shoulder to shoulder for
the House,” said Monteith, with an appear-
ance of cheerfulness he was far from feeling.
“XKildare will have to be brought to his
senses. And Baker must come into line
with us.”

It looks as if Le is going to be obstinate.”

“He'llssmart for it if he is!” said the pre-
fect, savagely. And he went at once to
Baker’s study, where he found the fellow he
sought, standing with his hands in  his
pockets, staring gloomily out of the window.

Baker turned at his entrance, with a not
very cordial expression.

* Hallo! Don’t start on that same old
topic again, for goodness’ sake!” he ex-
claimed, before Monteith could speak. “I'm
sick of it!”

The prefect scowled.

“I want to know what you're going to do!”
he snapped. “Gray and Webb have resigned
irom the team. Are you going to do the
same?”

“No!” e

“You will play for Kildare?”

“T shall play for the sehool!”

“It’s the same thing. You've made up
your mind?” 3

“Well, I hadn’t quite, but now I will do
it, as yeu're so pressing. Yes, I'm going to
play for St. Jim’s; and win, too, if I can!”

“Then yowll be sent to Coventry by the
whole House!”

Baker’s eyes glittered.

“1’'m an easy-going chap,” he remarked,

“and you've found it pretty easy to lead me,
Monteith. You von’t find it so easy to drive
me. You threaten me, if I stick to the
team.” He picked up his cap. *“You shall
see how mmueh I care for that!”

“Where are you going?”

“To the School House!”
2 What for?”

“To tell Kildare that he can rely upon
wme for Saturday!”

And Baker walked out of the room, leaving

__the prefect speechless with rage.

clared that he should. But he did nob
waver.

He was an obstinate fellow, casy to lead,
but hard to drive, and 2Xonteith had suc-
ceeded in rousing all the obstimacy in his
nature. : 5

To all the condemnation of his House he
opposed a stubborn silence, and went on his
way without a sign of surrender.

He looked anxiously forward to Saturday,
when the Mexhorough team were to arrive
at St. Jim's to play the Saints on their
own ground. !

For, what appeared an ominous circum-
stance to Monteith, the vacant places in the
school Eleven had not been filled up.

The list was left on the notice-board, with
no alteration, except that a pen had been
grawn through the names of Webb and

ray.

As Kildare, of course, could not be in-
tending to play two men short against the
visiting team, it was a matter of conjecture
whom he would play in the place of the
deserters.

Monteith was both puzzled and worried.
It looked as if the captain still thought that
Webb and Gray might play in the match,
in spite of their resignation. And the pre-
fect ground his teeth at the thought.

If such a thing happened, there was an
inglorious end to his -campaign against Kijl-
dare. The captain of St. Jim's would win
all along the line.

Had the prefect, in provoking this con-
flict, taken too big a task upon his hands—
“bitten off more than he could chew,” in
vulgar phrase?

Monteith himself began to think so. Bub
he stuck to his guns obstinately. There

was nothing else for him to do. in point of
fact, unless he chose to surrender. :

This was diffiecult—more difficult than it
would have been earlier, for now he would
have to tamely accept his exclusion from the
team. So that, during these days, Monteith
was quite as much worried as Baker.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Big Match.

i ATURDAY! . =
e e A CAT __ The excitement was keen in the
THE SIXTH CHEAPTER. S sehool that morning. The notice on
Fhe Split in the New House: i the board in i remained s
BARD the news kids?” exclaimed changed, as Blake ascertained as soon as he
: 2 came down. :

£ J
Blake breathlessly.
“No. What is it?”
“There’s a split in
Tiouse!” was the startling reply.

- “So it’s come at last,” said Herries, with a
wise shake ef the head. “How they could
have stood Monteith so long I can’t under-
stand.” :

“Phere are lots and Jots of things you can’t
understand, kid,” said Blake; “but I agree
with you there. Monteith is a bit too
steep.” : % > ’

“But is it a fact?” asked Kangaroo.

“Solid fact! Webb and Gray are scratched
oft the list. They’ve resigned. but Baker's
name is still there as large as life. I saw him
come out of Kildare's study last night, but
1 didn’t guess what he had come over for,
But it’s plain enough now. He’s going to
stiek to the side and let Monteith rip!”

“Good old Baker!” said Lumley-Lumley.

*But it will mean a row in the New House,”
continued Blake seriously. “Cad Monteith
will he like a bear with a sore head. 1
wonder if any of the others will back up
Baker? I hope so. I should like to see
Monteith take & giddy tumble.”

Dig shook his head.

. "I’ bet Monteith will look out for him-
self,” he said confidently. *“You’ll never get
o chap like that in a corner. He'll make
things as warm for Baker as he can, but if
the House sided witli Baker, Monteith would
turn round and pretend that was what he
wanted all along.”

Blake laughed.

“Shounidn’t wonder. But to my mind it
looks a good deal as if Baker will be cut by
hig House.”

Blake’s surmise proved pretty correct. The
edict had gone forth from Monteith's study
that he was to be sent to Coventry by the
House, and all the prefect’s loyal backers
eut him dead. =

But the Coventry was by no means so
compiete as Monteith desired: Many fellows
persisted in speaking to Baker, in spite of the
sentence, and when Monteith called them to
zeeount, gave unsatisfactory answers.

Still, Baker’s position was -extremely un-

- comfortable.  Be had to smart for. the
position he had taken up, az Monteith de-

the New

The vacant places were not filled ye
Kildare bent, them, on giving the de
a last chance?

“That's the idea,” said Blake confidently.
“And if they don’t come into line, Kildare's
got his eye on the substitutes. Only he
won’t mention any names, you see, until he's
sure shout Webb and Gray, so as to save
causing disappointment.”

Which was doubtless the f{rue explanation.

The afterncon, to the relief of all, turned
out fine. The weather was propitious, the
ground in excellent condition.

After school Blake took another lecok
still un-
and le
Kildare's
cheerful,

at

at
the notice in the hall It was
changed. Kildare passed him,
scanned the captain’s face. But
face, except that it was calm and
expressed nothing.

The captain went down to the footbali-
ground. Study No. 6 wmarched down
together, and arrived at the same time as
Figgins & Co. It was a rare opportunity for
a row, ‘but both parties were thinking teo
much about the coming match for that.

They joined in cheering Buaker when he
went into the pavilion with Kildare. They
joined even more heartily in hissing when
Monteith appeared in sight.

Monteith came down with Webb and Gray,
The two latter were looking decidedly glum.
They started at the sound of bissing, and
Monteith looked round in . search of the
hissers, but the juniors left off in tiume.

“The cad has got those two silly duflers
under his wing,” said Blake. “He's afraid
they’ll change their’ minds at the last
moment.”

“1 believe they would if Kildare said a

word,” said Figgins. “1 jolty well wish
they'd play. The New House has suffered

too much con account of Monteith already.
“You're right. Hallo! There's Mex-
horough!”
“My hat! They look 2 fough lot!”
“They are.”
“A bit over our weight—eh?” said Figgins
dubiously. “It will be a Bght!”
The Mexborough imen - were . certainly
tough-looking customers, They were, as a

b

15

team, older than the St. Jim's feliows, and
mostly larger and hcavier. 2

“Hallo!” ‘exclaimed Herries suddenly,

“What’s the matter, image?”

“Lock at old Kildarg!” :

Fvery eye was turned at omce upon the
captain of St. Jim's. He had come out of
the pavilion, and was walking directly
towards the spot. where Gray and Webb
stood with Monteith. 57

The latter scowled blackly at him; his
two companions looked awkward and unceasy.
Blake gripped Figgins by thc arm. -

“He’s going to get them: in, you see.”

“Bravo! Hope he does,” said Figgins.

Kildare stopped before the trio of New
House seniors. 4 3

“Are you going to. play, you chaps?’ he
said, without taking any notice of Monteith.
“The places are still open.to you, if yeu
Bike- o 5

Webh- turned red. and looked at Gray.
Gray turned red, too. The prefcet snapped
his teeth. ' 2

e are not going to play, Kildare

T
ANey b

he said savagely.

Kildare took nobt the slightesi netice of
him. His gaze was fixed upon the two de-
serters, and he appeared to be unaware of
the existence of Monteéith. |

“We've gobt a hard fight before us,” he
said. “Ii we win, we shall only do it hy
the skin of our teeth. I appeal to you in
the name of the school to play up for St.
Jim's. Will you do it?” :

Webh came to a sudden determination.,

“You really want us?”.

“Yes.” L

“Then I'm your man!” .

“1f Webb plays, I play!” said Gray.

Monteith openad his mouth to speak. Buf
hefore he could say a word Kildare linked
his arms in those of Gray and Webb, .
marched them off to the pavilion. Monteith
sprang after them. : -

“Webb! Gray! Are you going to~—" .

“We're going to play. We can’t let the
school lose for the sake of spite, Monteith,”
snpid Gray, without turning his head.

The prefect was left standing.slone, grind-
ing his teeth. The two reclaimed deserters
dizappeared into the pavilion with &

The ecaptain had judged  them  rightiv.
They had Deen extremely dissatisfied with ..
their position all along, doubtful as to tie
justice of their caunse, uneasy as to the
result of their action.

The taptain's appeal had becn made in the
right way, and at the right time. And it
hiad not been made in vain.

The juniors had not heard what was said,
but when Gray and Webb walked off with
KWildare and left Monteith standing alone,
they knew, of course. what had happened.
Blake threw his cap into the air,

“Hurrah!™ he yelled.

And Study No. 6 and Figgins & Co. joined

him with all the force of their lungs
a The news spread round the field like wild-
five.

The School House welcomed it; the
New House did not know how to take it,
but upon the whole they were glad to have
ree men in the team for the big mateh.
When the eleven came out into tue fi
with Baker, Gray, and Webb in the
colours, the New House cheered
heartily. Monteith stood alone.

He knew what this 1eeant. The senience
of Coventry upon Baker had been rescinded
by tacit consent. It had never been rigidly
enforced, in spitz of his efforts. Now it was
over,

Phip! r

“Now we shall see something,” said Biake.
“Go it ye cripples!” o
Mexbhorough kicked off. The matich com-
need. Kildare’s prediction 23 to the
E the school had before them was

w

erified.

The men {rom Mexborough were decidediv
the strongest opponents the Saints had e
had to face. Their rushes were deadly, .
difficult to stem; their combination wis goo
and their passing very accurate.

. The wind was against the visitors, but
they came on splendidly, and the Sainis feil
back to defend their goal.  But tbheir de-
fence availed them not: -

Right into the net went a whizzing shot
from the foot of the Mexborough skipper,
and even Rushden could not save that shot.
1t was a goal! A goal to the visitors in ¢
minutes! Leaa < >
“Buck up, Sainis!” called out Blake, zs
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the sides tincd up again. “Play up! Tou
ain't playing dominoes, you know!”

But the Saints needsd no urging to buck
up. Kildare muttered a few words of en-
couragement to his men, and they faced the
enemy again with a dogged determination.

Again t,he Mexborough men came sweeping
on. But this time a St. Jim's back cleared
with a kick that sent the ball over the half-

_way line, and relieved the pressure when it

looked deadly dangerous.

“Good old Gray!” shouted Blake.

“Good-old New House!" roared Figgins.

And Gray was loudly cheered. Monteith
was the onily one of his House-fellows who
was silent. And the cheers redoubled when
it was deen that Baker had captured the
ball and was away with 4t, taking it down
the ficld with a hghtmnfﬂxke dribble.

“Baker!  Baker!”

“Hurrah! Hurrah!”

"~ Ths execitement grew delirious, The Mex-

borough defence seemed uowhere; Baker
went througin them like a shot, and kicked
for goal, amid a {remendous reat. And

whﬂu thp Mexhorough goalic was seen to
grab at the bail, and muss--and the leather
veposed in the net—then St. Jim's let itself
gu. The last vestige of Baker's unpopularity
in his own House vanished in a =ztorm of
ehecrs,  And right heartily the School House
Joined in that cheering.

“Goall” ¢

“Bravo, Baker!™

Y Hurfabh !

The sides had equalised. Kildare's face was
giowing as they limed up again. Whe fight
waa hard and fast, bus a mml fiope of \m:ory
wag in the captain’s hearc.

But what pleagsed him b was the know-
ledge that his New Hoo recruits  were
\;mvmg ap 80 grandly for the school.

Witk the team pulling together =o splen-
didly, they might accompiish anything.

‘W'he game restarted. That goul had been
rather an eyc-opener for the Mexhorough
men, showing them ther they wers not to
Rave thmgs entirely their ow n way,

And ‘aow they put toeir “heet 7 into it,
and played up for all they were worth,

and ‘ere long a second goal rewarded their
eﬂorts 3

20 to one agamst 86, Jim's,

Buy the faces round tlu TOpes were quite

“tonfldent.

They had full ialth”m taoir- champions.

And their faith was justified. Just before
hali-time Kildare led a gallant attack upon
the visitors” goal, and the bail went in from
bhe foot of the 8t Jim's qkl[ PET.

“Goall” yelled Blake, “(ive us another,
Kildare, old chap!”

But no more was taksn by
beiore the interval.

’J‘he first half ended w

“Jolly good.-game
asked Figging, thh a

He was prepared to dodge a cuff from the
prefeet in reply to his re mark.

But, to hisg surprise, the usm‘h cour face
of Monteith was quite geaia pression,
nnd he nodded.

‘Jolly good, Figgins!

Tiggins stared.

“0Old Monteith ain't such a bad sportsman,
after all,” he confided to Kerr Wynn.
“You see, he's as p\eased #s any at our
keeping our end up

Jack Blake heard the remark,
nt his companions.

Blake was under no deiusion as to Mon-
teith's change of front.

The prefect kngw that he v vas in a corner,
and meant to wriggle oud oi it, and “that, to
Biake’s - mind, accounted for his changed
expression.

But Blake and his comrades bad no time to
think about Monteith ab that moment.

Just as the whistle weunt for half-time,
therc was a eound of wheels on distant
gravel, and two minutes Igter there was a
rush of footsteps towards the footer-ground.

Three sturdy juniors rushed into the erowd
for places..

There was a 10ar from the juniors whom
they displaced.

“{det cut, Monty Lowther!”

“Mind where youre shoving, Tom Merry!”

“Yal! Gerrofi my foot, Manners, you ass!”

“Here fthey are!™ ahouted Kangaroo,
“Bravo!”

The Terrible Three had gone down to the
viilage directly atber dineer and had only just
returned. —

“either side

vith the score equal,
ain’t it, Monteith?”

You're right!”

and winked

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bravo, St. Jim’s!

F 54 OM MERRY thumped Blake energet-
ically on the back.
“How is it?” he roared.
Blake gave a yelp.
“Broken, { think you silly ass!” he gasped.
“Let my back alone!”
“Ha, ha! 1 mean, how’s the score?”
“Two to two.”

“Yaas,-wathah. Level, deah boys!”
‘Tooter t00,” said Monty Lowther.
reminds me of the

that—"

“Cheese it!"”

“The railw:xy-porter who said—"

“Rats!”

“Ha, ha, ha”‘

“Who said ‘ The frain de‘mrh any time
from two to two to two-two——

“Oh, blow the railway- port;r and what he
sald' Here come the boys!'

“Hurrah!”

“Good old Kildare!”

“Play up, St. Jim's!"” s

The Terrible Three joined in the cheering
with all the force of their lungs. Monty
Lowther, in his enthusiasm, swept off Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy’s silk topper, and waved it
frantically in the air.

-Arthur Augustus gave a yell,

“Weally, Lowthah—"

“That
railway-porter who said

“Hurrah!”

“You'l damage my toppab!” shrieked
D’Arcy. “Let me see if you've damaged it
already.”

“It’s all right: T have,” said Lowther
calmly. “No need to look.”

*“Ha, ha, hal

“Lowthah! You uttah wottah—"

“Play up, St. Jim's!

The ball was rollmg and Arthur Augustus
forgot even his damaned topper in the keen
excitement of Watchmﬂ the :econd nalf of
that great match.

“Go it, Kildare!" velled Blake. “On the
bnll! Go it

“Yaas, wathah! Make 'em wun, Kildare!”
“Put her through!” yelied Tom Merry.

“We’re here to back you up, Kildare! Put
har through! Goal—goal—goal !”

“My hat!” said Blake. '“That was a
ripper!”

And the general npnuon seenied £0 he that
it was a “zipper.” — 3t. Jum's -¢heered itself
almost hoarse over that -goal. St. Jim's
were one up now.

Even Monteith was seen to clap his hands
and cheer, thouzh exactly how much
cordiality the New House prefect felt at that
moment we cannot undertake to say.

But if Monteith did not feel énthusiastic,
he found it necessary to assume a virtwe if
he had it not, to borrow an expression from
the immortal William. And if he was
assuming it, he certainly was assuming it
very well.

“One ahead for us!” said Menty Lowther,
quite as if he were a member of the TFirst
Eleven. “We're getting on!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Beating- them hollow!”
jubilantly. “My hat!
some pictures of this.
set my camera!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

The amateur photographer of the Shell was
back in five minutes with his camera.

Manners was very enthusiastic in that line.
On the never-to-be-forgotten ocecasion when
Tom Merry’s team had played the Thebans,
Manners had actually stood out of the match
for the purpose of taking photographs of it.
The keenness of the amateur photographer
could no further go.

By the time Manners returned, however,
lm place near the ropes had been 'filled by a
New: House junior—Thompson of the Shell

";\Iy place!” said Manners.

said Manners
T'm going to have
Miad my place while [
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'was over, and it had ended in a

“ 1{ a} o 1Y
politely.
“Clear!”
“Bosh!”
“I i ehlh youl”
“Do

said Thompson of ;he Shell &

And_after that laconic dislogue Manners !
did.  Figgins & Co. and Redfern & Co., as in
duty bound, rushed to the aid of the New
House fellow; and Tom Merry & Co. crowded
to the dsslstdncP of Manners.

There was a terrific scuffe, till a couple of
prefects came along with walking-eanes snd ¢
restored order. But Manners was vmtonously
in his place, and after that the snappinz of
his camera was ineessant.

Mexborough were playing
now: “The walk-over they anticipated had not
come off, and the St. Jim’'s Eleven did not
seem to be suffering much from leaving §
Monteith out.

The -visitors played their hardest. and they
succeeded in putting the ball in once more;
and within ten minutes of time the score
was equal again—three to three.

Tom Merry looked anxious.

“This won't do!" he said, with a shake of §
the head. -

There was a roar:
© “Go it, Kildare!®

“Buck up, there !

The St. Jim’s forwards, passing like closk
work, were fairly away. They hromht tae
Jeather up to the Mexboruuh goal- “with a
terrific burst, passing and repassing it in
wonderful <;tyle, and the Mexborough men
seemed hopelessly beaten.

Only the goalie remained to he “heaten a3

Baker centred to Kildarte, and Kildare
slammed the ball in, beating ‘the defender all
the way. And St. Sim's roared ;

« Goal 1

¢ Hurrah !

#8t. Jim's wins!”?

“Hip, hip, hurrah!»

Mr. Railton blew the whistie, The match
glorions
vietory for the school, The Mexhorough men
had fought hard, but they fiad been heaten,
and St. Jim’s First was covered swith glor,

And as the victorious team came off amid
a cheering crowd James Monteith strode
ward and held out his h'md 1o Kildare:

“T'm sorry ! ke said. < I'm glad you w
—joily glad! And I could k(:\ myvself £
not having had a hand 37T ~L\..u.\ou t8
my band?”

Kildare gave him a keen glance.

Then he gradped the Naw House prefect’s
hand in his old frank way.

“Yes; and glad fo!” he said.

“Hear, hear!™ shouted Figgins.
Hear, hear 1"

And Kildare went off the fisld, bis face
glowing as the deafening cheers - Takg Gver
the wide qu.uirnuﬂle and “echocd TUlll'hl tha
old buildings of St, Jim's,

S Brave.!

> . T . . . o
In Tom Merry's study, after
there was a large party.

The study was crammed with fellows till
there was not even standing-room : and o
fellows fed in the passage, and som= wont
away with tarts and cakes in their hands
teed in their own studies. -

It was a glorious celebratien—to ¢
the victory over the men-from
and the renewed friendship be en th
tains of the two Houses at St Jim's
juniors had plenty of reason to celebiabs,
and they celebrated! And when Toin \1-rn
gave a toast amid the crowd it was warmly
applauded.

“ (tentlemen, here's to us!”

Hear, hear!"”

& May the School*House and the New hu 3
he unlled and may their shadows v T 2
less! And may we always be here to siami
up for our Houses, and.give each other the
giddy kybosh to l\eep our hand in,
shoulder to shoulder for St.

the match,

Jim's against all

s Hear, hear”’

“RBravo!®

The cheering was deafening. And the ioast
was drunk with enthusiasm—lemonade and
ginger-heer. And while Tom Merry
were celebrating in the Shell pas:
was a little tea- -party in Kildare’s study, and
among the guests was Monteith of the New
House. And there was great cordiality be- 8§
tween the captain of St. Jim's and the
captain’s rival. 7

THE END.
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